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STAR WARS REBELS: THE GHOST'S SAGA
by BABINIIV
Summary


The entire story of STAR WARS (From 6 BBY to 10ABY) told from the perspective of the Ghost crew. I plan to keep this story as canon-compatible as I possibly can. I promise to research for each and every single reference. If you ever wanted to know what was going on through the minds of the Ghost crew during Rebels episodes, what happened between Rebels episodes and what happened AFTER Rebels, you've come to the right place. MAY THE FORCE BE WITH US ALL!


THE MACHINE IN THE GHOST
Chapter Notes


Before you read this little piece I've written, I must say that this is my first time EVER writing something for STAR WARS... Well, writing something for anything, really... In any case, I would love to get some constructive criticism, so that I may write better literary pieces in the future.
What you're about to stop reading is the complete series of Star Wars told with a focus on the Ghost Crew. So basically, I'll write down the episodes of the TV Show, what happens between each episode and what happens after SW Rebels ends. I really hope you enjoy and buckle up for a looooong journey.
Disclaimer - Keep in mind that I sadly don't own STAR WARS. As much as I want to... I hope you enjoy this story and tune in for later episodes. Self-made or Adaptation.


See the end of the chapter for more notes
 


STAR WARS REBELS: THE GHOST'S SAGA 1


The ghost soured through the vast emptiness of space. The ship and its crew seemed to be on the run. In a matter of seconds, a group of 4 TIE fighters came after them, shooting but either missing most of their shots or hitting the ship's rare shield. One of the pilots was successful in hitting the back of the Ghost but the shots that landed didn't do any damage. The shields were still fully operational.


The green skinned twi'lek woman behind the controls of the Ghost seemed rather upset, looking at the stats in front of her and saying, "Kanan, we have a small situation here. If you care to blast some of those TIEs out of the galaxy, I don't think anyone would miss object." In a rather sarcastic tone. The twi'lek wore a typical pilot's outfit with a pair of goggles and headphones. Her C1-series astromech droid standing next to her silently. He would usually act as a co-pilot or repairperson for the Ghost. He had an orange paint job that looked dated and quite frankly, decomposing. A lot of wear and tear on its outer shell.


"Working on it, Hera!" A voice said from within the ship's halls. The voice belonged to a young man. He was tumbling his way to the top turrets. His hair was long. Long enough for him to tie into a pony tail. He sported a goatee and a greenish yellow long sleeved shirt. There was some armor on his left hand and shoulder. "It's not like you gave me a lot of warning..." Kanan complained as he ran through a door and climbed the ladder that had appeared in front of him.


"Oh, as I recall, raiding an Imperial supply convoy was your plan love." Hera said with a smug tone. Kanan had reached the turret triggers by now. As he started prepping for shooting, he exclaimed "Well, it made sense at the time!" The young man was trying to justify his decisions and tactics. A few shots were fired with no results... As two TIE fighter were doing a circular maneuver to damage the Ghost's shields some more, Kanan was able to shoot one of them down. The TIE was exploded into a thousand piece, bringing a grin on the young man's face.


The Ghost crew's attempts to keep the shields up failed as two shots hit the hull of the ship. The shield controls went up in flames, sparks flying. "Shields down... Chopper, fix them!" The Twi'lek woman ordered her droid. "Okaaaaay, I'll fix them!" The droid exclaimed mellow dramatically with his beeps and bops. The TIE fighters were shooting non-stop, even though, they failed to even land a single shot. Chopper used his extinguisher to put the fire out. Kanan was still struggling with hitting the fast TIEs swirling around their ship. The result of that being more damage to the ship.


"Kanan, what part of blast them did you not understand?" The twi'lek said while feeling the trembles going through the ship. "Kanan?..." She asked again. "Kanan, do you read?" She awaited his response but after a few seconds of silence, she figured that... "Internals comm's out..." She sounded frustrated. "Chopper! Go back to comm control and fix it." The twi'lek said with urgency in her voice. "Fixing Shields!!!" Chopper replied. Hera rolled her eyes and continued. "I know you're fixing the shields but I need the comm operational to coordinate our attack!" She tried explaining the situation to her droid while working the controls above her head, trying her best to keep them alive. "Now go, before I pull your battery." She threatened him through gritted teeth (And she was NOT joking).


"Son of a..." Chopper slammed his head multiple times against the shield console. He kept grumbling while moving through the cockpit's door. "And while you're back there, tell Kanan to PLEASE, hit something!" Hera said with frustration being apparent in her tone. They were under heavy fire. It wasn't a new situation for them but somehow, they always ended up doing some sort of back and forth banter. Throwing sarcastic remarks or justifying their actions to each other was a daily part of their lives by now. Chopper finally arrived at the top turret's ladder, knocking on it furiously. "Knock! Knock! Knock! Knock!" Chopper said in an attempt to get Kanan's attention. "A little busy, CHOP!" The young man exclaimed. A few more blasts of energies were fired and another TIE fighter was turned to dust. Kanan suddenly realized what had happened and continued. "Wait, what are you doing back here?! Shouldn't you be fixing the shields?!" He inquired. "Fixing the comms then the shield." Chopper answered. Kanan's eyes went wide and he looked down at Chopper. "Did you say you're fixing the comm?!" The man behind the turrets fired a few more shots and looked at chopper once more.


"I don't need to talk to Captain Hera right now! Get back up there and fix the shields!" Kanan yelled while pointing his finger to the cockpit. "Ughhhhh! Make up your minds..." Chopper shook his head and rolled back to the cockpit. "Oh yeah, and when you see Hera, tell her to fly better." The sly remark flew out of the young man's mouth accompanied with some frustration. BAM! Another tremble was felt throughout the ship as chopper arrived, delivering Kanan's request. "Kanan said to... Flyyyy better." Hera gave a frustrated chuckle and exclaimed. "Oh-ho-ho. He said that, did he?" Chopper popped his mechanical arms from the sides of his head and started shaking them in a feat of panic. "Oh no... Nooooo. Noooooooooo!!!" Before he could react, Hera started pulling up the Ghost, making Chopper fly across the cockpit and hit a wall. "Oh great, there goes another scratch..." Chopper thought to himself. For a droid, he was pretty expressive.


"Woah!" Kanan's eyes went wide. He did NOT expect that... Although, he should have. After all, he knew her well enough to expect a retaliation of sorts to his snarky remark. She had a big grin on her face. "Do I have to do EVERYTHING myself?" She said while activating the frontal targeting systems. The captain fired a few more shots, eliminating one of the two remaining TIE fighters in the process. "Just reduced Kanan's targets by half. Tell our fearless leader he should be able to handle one lone TIE fighter on his own." Hera said, giving a sarcastic remark of her own. "Are you kidding me?! I'll just do it myself for you, IDIOTS!!!" Chopper yelled, hitting his head multiple times with his mechanical arms. He would be exploding from anger if that was a thing, droids could do.


Hera shook her head, realizing what Chopper had said in her response. "What was THAT?!" She had a sort of growl in her voice. Chopper rolled past the top turrets' ladder, using it to give himself a bit of a boost as he slid past a secondary door. Kanan's jaw dropped and his eyes nearly popped as he watched their droid roll. "Chopper! Chopper, where are you going?!" He yelled. Annoyed and shocked. Chop finally passed a final door to arrive at the rear turrets. "Come to Choppa." He said with a digital smirk registering in his circuits, grabbing the turret controls and firing his shots at the last remaining TIE. After a few misses, he finally achieved his goal. The last TIE fighter exploded into smithereens and Chopper beeped and bopped arrogantly. "Go Chop! Go Chop! Go Chop! Go Chop!" He celebrated his achievement while rolling back to the cockpit. He was thinking about a reward. "I can ask for anything... I can even..." His thoughts were caught short when he heard his owner congratulating her "HERO" instead of him. "Alright... I'll admit it. That was some fine shooting."


Kanan replied with a slight flirtatious tone. "Thanks. You too." Chopper strode into the cockpit. Kanan's face was mere inches away from Hera. His hand was slowly reaching for her hand and it was pretty obvious to Chopper that he was about to go for a kiss. Hera had a smirk on her face with a raised eyebrow. She liked it when he complimented her. Chopper was about to blow a scanner over how stupid this all was! He needed to reveal who the REAL hero was. "You think that last TIE exploded all on its own?!" Kanan's eyes slowly opened and awkward smile crept its way onto his lips. He looked at Hera who was looking at him. They looked at each other for a second, no intimacy or alone time yet... They felt a tad bit disappointed at that fact. Kanan continued "Just Kidding, Chop." He placed his hand on Hera's back for a split second before she continued. "We know you got that last one." She patted the droid's head and said. "Good work." Chopper felt his pride circuits were getting some proper attention. "Noooo probleeem." Kanan sat in the co-pilot's seat and ordered. "Now get that comm fixed." Hera joined him and sat next to him before continuing where he left off. "And the shields. Don't forget the shields." She emphasized on her point. Chopper had enough. He pulled one arm out and shook it in a sassy fashion. "Naaaahhh, fix them yourselves!" Kanan and Hera turned around, eyes wide and appalled by Chopper's response. Both saying "What was that?!" At the same time. Kanan raised an eyebrow, rolling around as they made the jump to Hyperspace.


 


Chapter End Notes


Now, now, I know. I know this isn't original. I'm literally just turning an episode into a fanfiction chapter. Don't worry, I'm not gonna just copy this stuff. I just want to add some secret narrative to episodes. Plus, I'll cover all the in-betweens. So don't worry about it. Next episode is gonna be about how a CERTAIN Mandalorian came to meet our lovely couple. So, we have an official being told through words then a self-made episode by yours truly.


MAY THE FORCE BE WITH YOU


THE MIGHTY MANDO ENTERS PART 1
Chapter Notes


So, this is the second episode, huh? This isn't an adaption. This is what I think would make most sense. Just a little insight into Sabine before joining the Crew and WHEN she joined the crew.
Disclaimer: Sadly, I don't own STAR WARS. Trust me, I'm just as sad as you. Although, I don't trust myself enough to be biased about the paths the series should take.


See the end of the chapter for more notes
The Mighty Mando Enters Part 1


A broken down and torn up ship crash-landed in the middle of the desert. The engines were smoking and with one simple look, anyone could see that this ship was barely holding up. Looked like it was strung together with some Engine tape and force miracles. The door groaned and screeched, trying to open for the owner to walk outside. A couple of bangs and a few blaster bolts were heard from inside before the door dropped to the sand. Heavy yet feminine steps were heard, leaving the ship. A pair of colorful armored boots touched the sand, and then there was silence.


The girl that had just walked out of the ship was wearing Mandalorian armor, but it looked different. Much more colorful than anything your typical Mandalorian warrior might wear. The armor had scratches and blaster burn spots all over it. Repairs and a new paint job were in order. The bodysuit was pretty damaged as well. Not to mention, the owner was limping. She took a deep, shaky breath before looking around and shaking her head. The Mando didn't even have the slightest clue where she had landed. The sun rays were hitting her visor. She was quite grateful for having some protection from the overtly bright scenery in front of her.


The Mando girl pulled down her scanners and started looking around. "Where the kriff am I?!" She just shook her head again and started limping back to the ship. "Maybe I can make the scanners inside the ship work... Somehow... Then, I can definitely figure out where I am." She said with frustration waving in her voice. The Mando hit the consoles until they started displaying some stats. "This isn't going to work..." She said, as she laid down underneath the controls, checking the connections. She pulled out the circuit board, connecting it to her wrist display. Nodding as she looked at what was being projected. "I can work with this." She fidgeted around, writing a few lines of code.


Before she could actually get results, a faint meowing sound was heard. Her head suddenly popped up, looking towards the ship's exit. The young girl ran outside and looked around, slowly turning around and looking towards the ship's roof. There it stood. The source of the sound. A cute little pure white Loth-cat. She scanned it for info and groaned loudly. "Great... I'm in Lothal... Nice job ESCAPING the empire, Sabine. You just landed in one of the most Imperial focused planets in the galaxy..." She self-deprecated for a few moments before realizing that the Loth-cat had jumped down and was now rubbing itself against her leg.


"Well, at least it's cute." She chuckled to herself. The last few days felt like hell. She was trying to get a big score so that the Crimson Dawn would hire her, but instead, what she got was a back full of daggers from her supposed BEST friend, Ketsu. Sabine still couldn't believe that her friend left her for dead. Walking back into the ship and gathering what was absolutely necessary, patching herself up and leaving with haste. The journey began. Sabine wasn't that far into the desert, but she wasn't that close to a town either. Her trip took about an hour or two. During a certain portion of it, she could feel someone watching her but tried to ignore. Nobody could possibly be out there. The only thing that she could see was a run-down, useless, abandoned comm tower. Nobody could possibly be desperate and poor enough to choose THAT spot as a living quarter.




By the time Sabine had arrived to the town, her stomach was growling, and she was as thirsty as a Nerf who hadn't drunk for an entire year. As luck had it, she was able to find a shop to get some water. As soon as she walked in, the owner gave her a suspicious and dirty look. "Who the kark are you?! What, are we getting Mandalorian Imperial forces now?!" The shop owner was gathering some wasted goods and crushed fruits from the floor. It didn't take a genius to figure out that it was the Empire's doing. Sabine sighed and replied, "I'm not an Imperial. Far from it. I just wanted some water. I'll pay for it, and I'll cause no trouble." Sabine said in her most non-threatening tone. The owner looked at her and groaned, putting his trash in a mini-compactor. Grabbing a small water container and throwing it at Sabine, he replied with. "That would be a single credit. Sometimes..." He took a deep breath and sighed.


"Sometimes I feel grateful that my sweet Liliana didn't live long enough to see me like this..." His voice was drowning in sorrow, almost nearing the edge of tearing up. Sabine felt her stomach churn as she realized how awful the people of this planet must have it. She took a deep sigh and placed 20 credits on his counter and exclaimed, "Keep the change." She didn't need it. The last few bounty jobs were fruitful. Walking out of his shop and going to the nearest restaurant that she had spotted. She walked in, grabbing some nerf steak before paying up and leaving.


"What do I do now...? I don't have any place to go... I can't go back to my family, that's for sure... I guess being labelled a traitor does that..." Her eyes nearly filled up with tears, but she shook herself out of it. Now wasn't the time to be emotional OR sentimental. She wanted to blow something up... To blow off some steam. And what better way there was than to mess with the minds of some bucketheads. A smirk crept its way onto her lips. "Now, THAT is a good idea." Sabine spent the rest of the day, looking through the town for some explosive materials. No such luck. This place was wrapped up tighter than a Jedi's robes. The silver lining was that she was able to find some paint. Her favorite color. Blue.


The day went by pretty quick. As if the whole thing happened in the blink of an eye. Now she had to find some shelter. But where? The first thought that popped into her head, for some reason, was to go to the abandoned E-272 comm tower but no... She wasn't that desperate. Mustafar would freeze over like Hoth before she would EVER consider living in that place. In the end, Sabine decided that it would be best if she just settled on the rooftop of a sealed off house. She had grabbed her thermo-blanket from her ship before dawn. The Mandalorian had tried her best to make the place as comfy as possible. There she laid, blanket wrapped around her, her hair as black as the night's sky. It had been a while since she had the time to dye her hair. Sabine looked up at the sky, and she could swear she saw a Loth-cat cloud in the sky.


The Mando tried to sleep but to no avail. So, she decided to start repainting her armor. The color scheme was a mix of tan, green, red and white. Sabine wasn't feeling up to it. Her hair had gotten past shoulder-length, and it was driving her nuts. She had a world of turmoil stuck in her chest. The amount of emotional baggage this poor Mandalorian girl was carrying was heavier than the weapons' load on a normal Mandalorian. She tried to push the thoughts and emotions into the back of her mind and lock them away. Tomorrow, Sabine would probably scurry around the city to find a group or something who might have the material that she needed... Then steal it.


Her head was slowly laid back on the little lump of cloth that she had prepared for herself. Makeshift pillow was the right way to go. "Sabine, tomorrow, you can get some of this frustration out. The only ways you know how. Explosions and colors." She thought to herself. Her eyelids slowly became heavy and the Mando drifted into sleep. The next morning, the sound of a couple talking, woke her up. Sabine slowly rubbed her eyes and tried to focus. She sneakily looked over the edge of the roof to see a Twi'lek female and a young human male talking to each other. But what gathered her attention was not their conversation, nor was it their paramilitary look. It was the crate they were carrying behind them.


Sabine Wren, this is your lucky day! Those are the materials I need. Surely, these two wouldn't mind if I used their stuff to blow up an Imperial base.


Chapter End Notes


Ooooo, cliffhangers. I LOVE cliffhangers. So this is an original piece by me. I researched the stuff a lot to figure out the time frame that would make sense for her to join the crew. I think you'll be surprised and amused by the next part of this chapter. Hope you enjoyed. Don't forget to comment and tell me what you think.
MAY THE FORCE BE WITH YOU.


THE MIGHTY MANDO ENTERS PART 2
Chapter Notes


Here we are. Let's see how our dear Mando meets the two Ghost Crew Members! There are similarities which WILL pay off in the future. For now, just sit back, grab a cold glass of blue milk and enjoy the show! This is going to be an action packed one.
Disclaimer: Contrary to popular belief, I do not own STAR WARS… And yes, I'm just as devastated as everyone else.


See the end of the chapter for more notes
THE MIGHTY MANDO ENTERS PART 2


Sabine's focus switched from the couple to the crate. "Okay, this should be easy enough." She climbed down the side of the sealed off building, making sure no one could see her. Her steps made almost no sound, as if she was walking on air. As she approached the crate though, she was confronted with the voice of the man she heard a few moments ago. "Tell me, Hera. When was the last time you saw a Mandalorian on Lothal?" Hera snapped out of their previous conversation and looked at where Kanan was pointing. She was curious. Looking at the Mandalorian girl for a few seconds. Before she could respond, there was a loud Hiss and smoke covered the space between them and the Mandalorian girl. Sabine had grabbed some materials and used her last smoke bomb to escape. She was more agile and flexible than your average Mandalorian, so it came as a shock to both Kanan and Hera when she had disappeared in the blink of an eye. They stood around for a few seconds, staring at each other. "Well, that just happened… Take a look and see if anything's missing, love." Hera ordered Kanan. "I don't know, Hera… The essentials are there and most of the stuff has been left untouched… I think our young little friend had a preplanned notion in mind."


She jumped on the back of an Imperial transport, trying to stay out of sight as she started assembling her explosives for what she was going to pull off tonight. People were talking in the street. She always paid attention to their conversations. To find info on an Imperial base or an outpost that she could hit. Finding information about the Empire was easy in these times, everyone whispered how they wanted certain Imperial agents or assets to be burned or destroyed. From what she had gathered, that seemed to be an Imperial outpost near the Bay 9 area. Some people were also talking about how they had seen strange and unfamiliar crates being carried to that section.


"Bingo, this'll be like shooting two womp rats with one sling." She thought to herself, allowing a smirk to form on her face. A few clicks to the South and she had decided it was time to jump off the transport. Preferably before it would reach its destination. Her miracles/bombs were ready and primed to be used. She decided to do some recon on Bay 9 before doing her little sabotage mission. The Mando took slow steps and struts around the area like she belonged there. She had tried to blend in but it wasn't easy. Colorful Mandalorian armor and stealth didn't exactly go hand in hand. So she decided the best course of action would be to hide in an alleyway. She heard two voices talking to each other. One of them was crying. A girl. "But you'll be here alone… I don't wanna go! I don't wanna leave my best friend… I don't wanna go to Alderaan…" Suddenly another voice chimed in. It was a boy this time. He had a kind tone. "It’s okay, Mo… You don't need to worry about me. I'll be fine. Plus, I'm not alone. I have Ferpil to keep me company. I know how to take care of myself." The girl's cries calmed down a little. "I'll still miss you… You know that right?" The boy gave a snarky response. "I'd be worried if you didn't." He cleared his throat.


"But… In all honestly, I'll miss you too, Mo. I hope Alderaan will bring you more happiness. Good luck. Take this, know that I will always remember you. My bestest friend in the Galaxy." The girl gasped and chuckled a little. "I'm your only friend…" She took a deep sigh. "Well, then. I guess this is goodbye. Take care, E…" Her voice was lost between the sound of a TIE fighter landing at the bay. Sabine found the whole conversation to be quite sad. A Lothalian little kid who only had a single friend and that friend was leaving him for Alderaan. Something in Sabine told her to just go and council that kid. Give him a hug maybe… But on the other hand… Seeing a fully armored Mandalorian, carrying two blasters and a bunch of explosives… Yeah, wouldn't be the best thing for the kid. She just hoped he'll be fine. Focusing on her recon mission, she started climbing the side of another building, as fast and agile as a Loth-cat.


She turned on her scanner and took a look at the place. This wasn't one of the main outposts but any damage done to the Empire was worth it. Whether small or big, Empire deserved every single bit of trouble that came their way. Sometimes she hoped that she could be a part of a group or at the very least, not work alone. That was wishful thinking. Sabine took a look at her bombs, making sure that everything was in place. She grabbed one of her bags and pulled out her paint guns, filling it up and taking a gander at the different posters, plastered all over the alleyway. She growled when she saw a poster of Imperial propaganda. Listing all the races and nationalities who had reluctantly bowed to their power… One single name grabbed her attention. Seeing the name "Mandalorian" squeezed her heart. She was reminded of who her parents had decided to stand with. It felt horrible. As if the entire weight of a battle station was crashing down on her heart and shoulders.


It had been 2 whole years since the last time she had seen her parents or had gotten any news of them. A deep, long, painful breath left her mouth. She couldn't find the words to describe this pain… No one would ever come close to knowing what she had experienced… All these pains and sufferings, twirling and swirling inside her mind and soul… They were the reason she had kept everyone behind a gigantic Beskar wall. The wall used to be Durasteel but after the betrayal she experienced from her so called best friend, she had decided it was time to reinforce the wall. It was kind of funny. She had just heard a kid being left all alone and she couldn't help but feel the same way. To sympathize. Sabine would never in a million years tell anyone how much pain she was carrying with her… Just like the little Lothalian kid. She pulled her helmet off and ran her fingers through her hair, it was a little tied up together. The knots were driving her crazy. After putting the helmet on and spraying some beautiful Sabine-styled art on the poster, she felt her anger subdue a little.


The sudden comm noise of a stormtrooper snapped her out of her thoughts. She climbed a metal rod that was sticking out the side of an abandoned hut, looking down the alley to find a stormtrooper officer. All alone, looking around and seeming pretty lost. She saw it as an opportunity. The Mandalorian slowly grabbed the side of the building, hanging from it before jumping on top of the trooper's shoulders and slamming his head to the ground. It made a sickening thud. The poor buckethead had no chance. He was out before he could even react. Sabine shook her head and grabbed the stormtrooper's datapad. Deactivating his guns, checking the stats and smirking. "Just what I needed." She placed the pad in her belt pouch. The moonlight reflecting from the surface of her helmet. She prepped her wrist display and started to sneak her way past a few patrol groups. Sabine arrived at the bay area, there were a couple of stormtroopers by a TIE fighter. A single TIE pilot, cleaning his blaster. There were crates of explosives all around the place. If she could just strategically place her little miracles, the whole thing would go up in flames. Like the fireworks in Life-Day!


Sabine grabbed a few of her miracles and walked in the shadows. Step by step getting closer to the Imperial TIE fighter. Placing her bombs along the way. "You know, with some color and artistic design, these things wouldn't be so bad after all." She thought to herself while taking a close gander at the TIE. With the bombs all placed around the base, Sabine was ready to blow this place all the way to Alderaan. The Mandalorian was about to make her exit before a voice yelled from behind her. "HEY!!! MANDO!!! WHAT THE KRIFF ARE YOU DOING HERE?!? STOP RIGHT THERE!" There were two Imperial officers, one pointing her gun at Sabine and the other one, a familiar officer who was holding his head with no guns. Sabine smirked and looked at the two. "Are you sure you wanna start this? I don't think either of you bucketheads have what it takes to take on a Mandalorian." The two looked at each other and the officer with the gun started blasting like there's no tomorrow. She started blasting like she was a Jedi and Order 66 was about to be executed the very next day.


Sabine did a cartwheel behind the TIE fighter's left wing. The stormtrooper officer was soon joined by her lieutenants and troops, focusing a storm of blaster fire on the Mandalorian behind cover. Shots were flying everywhere. Sabine decided it was time to run, she started doing some stunts over the obstacles. Running towards the right wing of the TIE, shooting the pilot in the knee before hitting him straight between the eyes. One less bucket to pierce with her blaster pistols. Some of the blaster bolts were hitting her armor. Thank the force that it was made out of Beskar. If it weren't, she would be riddled with more holes than a Tatooine cheese cake by now. However, she wasn't lucky enough. One of the bolts hit an explosive and it all went up in flames. The explosive crates started blowing up, everyone yelling and screaming, metal pieces flying everywhere. The TIE fighter's right wing falling on Sabine's head while a large piece of metal pierced a stormtrooper right in the chest.


All the Bodies and equipment turned to dust. The base went from a well-kept and orderly Imperial facility to a ruined, burning and broken pile of metal scraps. A huge ear-drum blowing explosion was heard and then… There was silence. The sickening crackling of flames engulfing the base, the horrific screeching of metal scraps as they slid across each other and fell to the ground were the only noises that could be heard. Bodies were everywhere. Some of them were instantly burnt to a crisp. The other ones had chunks of metal poking out of them. It was truly a massacre. Sabine groaned and shook her head and tried to get up but she was pinned down by a gigantic metal wing… The stubborn Mando warrior struggled hard to get out but with no positive results. "Huh, so this is how it ends? Stuck under a burning TIE wing… How ironic…" She could feel her consciousness slowly slipping… The last thing Sabine felt was the weight of the debris being lifted off of her and hearing echoes of a man's voice. Not being able to understand a single word. Darkness engulfed her vision before she could see who it was.


Chapter End Notes


Okay, another cliffhanger. Who is helping her? Could it be an ally? Or is it… A very DANGEROUS foe?! I ain't telling y'all nothing. Hope you enjoyed this episode. Lots of love to all you, magnificent people. The next chapter will be the end of Sabine's Rebels Origin story.
MAY THE FORCE BE WITH YOU


THE MIGHTY MANDO ENTERS PART 3
Chapter Notes


Here we are, once more, my friends. I hope people who are reading these, catch onto the little foreshadowing bits I'm doing. Also, a very very special thank you to mitchsharwig15 for adding me to their subscription. I hope you enjoy the rest of our journey. Now, enough chit chat. Let's see what's gonna happen to our little Mighty Mando.
Disclaimer: Alas, I am not the owner of the STAR WARS… I know, I know… I'm heartbroken too. All I can do is write my heart out for all of you and tell the story I'd want to see.


See the end of the chapter for more notes
THE MIGHTY MANDO ENTERS 3


Sabine could feel herself being dragged. The darkness surrounded her vision. Is she safe? Is she on her way on an Imperial off-world prison? The possibilities were terrifying. Her brain was flooded with all sorts of different thoughts. What if she was going to be tortured? What if she was sentenced to death? No one would care about an ex-Imperial, Mandalorian traitor… She could feel her heart grasp at her veins. The life that she had lived was shorter than any of her kind. The only hope she had was that when she woke up, there would be a light at the end of her tunnel.


Hours passed. Maybe days. Weeks even? She felt nothing, floating in the emptiness of her unconscious mind. Sometimes, voices echoed in her head. Unknown and unfamiliar. Finally, after what seemed to be an eternity later, she slowly opened her eyes. As soon as she gained consciousness, she jerked up. Looking around at where she was situated, it was clear to her that it was by no means an Imperial facility. She scanned the room with her eyes. From what she could see, Sabine was in a room with a bunk bed. The injured girl was on the bottom bunk with some Bacta patches laying on the drawer next to her.


She rubbed her head and sides, feeling more patches attached to her body. The Mando girl slowly got into a sitting position, a sting striking up her ribs. Great, must've broken something under that wing. She grabbed her helmet and checked inside to see if anything was missing. Nothing was taken. Maybe, she wasn't in a hostile environment after all. Feeling around where her belt usually was, she was shocked to see her blasters still in place. As soon as the door slid open, she drew her blasters towards the center. There they stood. The same couple who she had seen and stole from in the alleyway.


"Good to see you're finally awake." A soft, almost motherly voice came from the doorway. The light outside, made it harder to see the faces of the two beings in front of her. "You know, if you had told us that you needed our stuff to give one to the Empire, we would've helped you out." The young man said with a smug grin on his face. "How are you feeling? Those explosions did a real number on your head and ribcage." The Twi'lek woman kindly exclaimed. "Why?" Was the only word that came out of Sabine's mouth. "Why did you help me out?" She slowly got up, her blasters still pointed at them.


"Anyone who's an enemy of the Empire, can be a potential ally in these times." The young man said with a serious tone in his voice. "What if I'm a secondary enemy?" Sabine said with bitterness in her voice, her past and sufferings made her a very pessimistic individual. "The fact that you haven't shot us both is proof enough. I've seen Mandalorians. They're not the kind of people who would think about shooting the people they perceive to be their enemies." Kanan said in response. "Plus, we couldn't just leave you there. You're just a kid." Hera said in a motherly tone that was heartbreaking to Sabine. Who were these people? How did he know about Mandalorians? "I'm not a kid." Sabine said with a bitter tone. Kanan looked at her with curiosity.


"Well, Mando, if you are interested in having some breakfast, we'd be happy to share." Kanan said with a grin on his face before they both left Sabine with her thoughts. The door slid close behind them and Sabine slowly holstered her guns. Seriously, who were these people?! They had helped her… Even after she stole their equipment… They nursed her back to health... And the Twi'lek called her dear… It had been a long and hellish time since she had an interaction as unhostile and innocent as this. This was highly unusual for the girl who had seen nothing but hardships in her life. She was as confused as a Wookie who had seen the HoloNet for the first time. Trauma was basically her middle name by now. She struggled with her thoughts for a few minutes, trying to weigh the situation in her head.


Finally, the Mandalorian had decided to go outside and eat breakfast with the others. She slowly walked through the door and looked all around. "Well, it is better than the wreck she crashed with here. A bit too dull… Could use a little color but hey, anything that wasn't an Imperial facility would be just fine." Sabine walked through another door before she arrived at the resting hall. Kanan swallowed his piece of flatcake before smirking and looking up at her. "Well well well, look who's finally decided to come out and socialize. Very uncharacteristic for a Mando."


Sabine rolled her eyes, sitting on the empty seat in front of them and responding with pride. "That's because I'm unique. Nayc Mando cuyir guuror ni." Saying the last part under her breath. "I think…" Before Kanan could say another word, Hera nudged him in the side and said. "Well, dear, I suggest you eat something. You need the energy. I'm Hera. This is Kanan." Kanan softly nodded and Sabine thought about her next step. Should she trust them? They seem like nice people… And she always said working with other people against the Empire is better. Fighting the Empire is easier when you're not the only one taking a stand. Without allies, she had as much chance as a Jawa would have against a Mandalorian. "Sabine…" The Mandalorian warrior said with a mere whisper. Kanan raised a brow and Hera let a soft smile form on her face.


"Well, it's a pleasure to meet you, dear." Hera said with genuine kindness in her voice. "Yeah, it's nice to see a Mandalorian fighting on the same side as us for a change." Kanan said with a smirk. Sabine looked at the two of them before saying. "I guess I owe you guys, huh?" Kanan and Hera replied at the same time. "You don't owe us anything…" Kanan cleared his throat and gave his voice a serious tone. "But IF you're interested, we wouldn't mind having a Mandalorian fighting by our side." Sabine smirked and said "I thought I was just a kid." Kanan looked at her and said "Don't get cocky, kid." He said with a shake of his head.


Sabine pondered her options before saying "I wouldn't mind joining this little cause. I have enough hate for the Empire to fuel me for all eternity." Hera poured a cup of caf for each of them. Sabine took off her helmet once more and took a sip, taking a deep breath before saying "thanks…" Her word was barely heard. Hera just gave her smile and nodded gently before Kanan gave a nod of his own. They finished their meal before Hera looked at Sabine and gave her a smile. "So, I'm correct in guessing the explosion was your little gift to the Empire?" Kanan came in with an untimely respond. "Of course it was her! She's a Mandalorian. Explosions are basically their addiction."


Sabine gave him a nasty look before saying. "Hey!... We’re much more than explosive addicts!" She pouted before Kanan tried to give her a compliment. "Well, your explosion wasn't anything ordinary. It was full of colors. You don't see THAT with other Mandos." Sabine let took a soft breath before saying "Well, otherwise, they would be dull. I like giving my miracles more personality." Kanan gave her a nod out of respect. Hera grabbed the dishes and walked out of the resting hall. "So, where are we anyways?" Sabine asked and Kanan answered. "We are hovering over Lothal for now. We were looking for some supplies."


"We did some recon on a few outposts. Even bugged some of them. Now, since you blew up one of those facilities sky high, we have to…" Before he could finish his explanation, an alarm was sounded from the cockpit. Kanan ran and disappeared behind a pair of doors. Sabine stood where she was, looking at him with a confused impression on her face. Before she could think about it, Kanan called out from the cockpit. "HERA!!! THERE'S A HUGE CALL TO ALL ARMS IN SECTOR 8! LOOKS LIKE THE IMPS HAVE THEIR HANDS FULL WITH A HIGH LEVEL THREAT! GET OVER HERE, WE GOTTA GET THERE ASAP!"


Hera ran towards the cockpit, faster than a speeder, slipping inside and manning the controls. "Okay, let's see what the Imps got themselves into this time." She said with a chuckle. "Looks like they've got their hands full this month!" Sabine suddenly realized, she had been knocked out for two weeks. Wow, it'd been pretty tough. She could hear Bucketheads talking over the comm. Not all of their words were clear to her, though. The doors coupled with Kanan and Hera's covo made it hard to understand. "HEEEELP!!! WE NEED SOME HEEELP!!! THERE'S A *Muffled* HERE!!! HE'S KILLING US!!! JUST GIVE US BACKUP!!! SEND *Muffled* UNITS!!!"


Kanan walked out of the cockpit with Hera looking at him from inside. "I thought they were… Extinct… How is this possible?" He shook his head and brought his head up and looked at Sabine dead serious. "Mando, are you ready for a fight? You gonna join us on this one?" Sabine nodded and quickly put her helmet on. "Hey, I gotta pay you off, somehow." Hera nodded at Kanan before yelling. "Settle down, people! We might get into a REAL intense situation! Kanan, gear up! Sabine, whatever you need, ask Kanan and he'll give it to you!" As they both went to get their equipment ready, the Ghost soured faster than ever to sector 5. It was time.


On the surface of the planet, troopers were being thrown around as if they were weightless. Shots were being fired, bodies were being pierced. Blood was spilt everywhere. "WE NEED HELP!!! HOW CAN ONE OF THESE THINGS KILL SO MANY OF US???" A trooper yelled before being pierced through the stomach, slammed into a wall and thrown on the ground. "You… You were supposed to be extinct… We saw to it… How can it be… You're not real…" The attacker gave a smirk before looking over his shoulder to look at the trooper. Flames were raging in his eyes; a planet could be turned to smoke with his gaze.


"I'm as real as the blood dripping down your little limp body. I will have revenge. For all my brothers and sisters." He said as he disappeared into the smoke.
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THE LONE WARRIOR


The Ghost came down to the surface. "Well, so much for action… Looks like everyone's dead. My scanners are not picking up any living life-forms…" Hera said to Kanan before he replied. "Looks like our big friend wanted revenge… Very aggressively…" They landed on the scorched ground before exiting their ship while Hera stayed in the cockpit. The air smelled of burnt metal and blood. It was disgusting but not an unfamiliar scent to the man and young Mandalorian. Hera yelled from inside the ship. "Grab what you need and let's get out of here!" Kanan nodded before dragging a trooper into the Ghost while ordering Sabine. "Get those crates and let's be quick. We don't have much time before this place is swarming with Imps again."


Sabine didn't respond, she just started running towards the crates. filled with Imperial-grade equipment. "Hey Kanan, don't you think we might already be a little too late for that. Looks like reinforcements came but… Well, whatever this thing was, kicked their helmets in." Kanan thought about what Sabin had said before nodding. "Perhaps… But we can't take any chances." The crates were pushed into the cargo hold of the Ghost before the door closed. The Ghost and its crew moved to a more secluded area and landed. Everyone had gathered around the dead trooper by then.


Kanan was examining him more closely. Taking a look at the various parts that had been damaged "Hmm, the entry wounds aren't clean. These strikes were made with endless anger. Precise and deep. Our big friend is trained. Very well-trained." Sabine looked at Kanan, she wanted to ask him who this warrior was… "No, I can't. I haven't earned the right to know more information yet." Was the thought that popped into her head. Hera looked at the helmet before saying. "The helmet is cracked… No blaster bolts, no sabers… This was done by hand… Our warrior is out for blood." The other two both agreed with her assessment. "Hmmm, I wonder…" They had a conversation regarding their next steps. After the team came to a conclusion, they dumped the body somewhere in the outer desert areas.


Meanwhile, in Capital City


"The kriffing pathetic Imps… I'll show them what they're up against. I'll make them pay…" The tall figure walking in the dark told himself. If he could, he would be red with rage. "They won't get away with it. Not if I have anything to say." His steps were heavy, his face and body mostly covered by a cloak. He pushed his way aggressively through the doors of a cantina before sitting down on a stool. "Hey! Give me some heavy lum and I'm not talking about no Tatooine Soran. I want some Nabooan Ridnor." His voice was gruff and filled with anger. The cantinatender was a bit intimidated.


She slowly cleared her voice before saying. "Well… Ummm… We… We don't get anything off-world… We just have L-Lothalian Brew…" The warrior growled before shaking his head. "Whatever, just give me a lot of whatever you have." He slammed down the credits needed before giving a heavy sigh. The poor warrior's heart was broken, it seemed like the whole world had no light left in it. It all seemed grey and dark to him. He scratched the table in front him, leaving behind marks. The cantinatender slowly came back with eight bottles of Lothalian Brew, placing them slowly in front of the imposing figure in front of her.


He snatched the bottles, putting them under his arm and walking out of the cantina. After finishing off the drinks, he had gotten himself drunk. He was fuming with anger. That was when he rubbed shoulders with a couple of troopers on their patrol. "Hey! Watch where you're going, you big kark!" Suddenly the warrior stopped dead in his track. "Oh, alright… You want me to watch where I'm going?!" Suddenly the two troopers in the back were lifted off the ground and the character who had done it growled in their face. "What do you think about me watching where you're going?" The two troopers flew across the street, one of them hitting a light post and the other crashing against a wall and being knocked out.


The two remaining Imperials pointed their blasters at the face of the menacing figure in front of them. "Stop right now!!! You're under arrest…" The young trooper's voice was shaking and he felt like he was looking down the barrel of his own gun. "Am I?! I don't see any cuff around my hands." Before any of them could react, they were knocked unconscious. One of them passing out after being hit with the rear end of the stranger's gun while the other one hit the ground with a round house kick to the head. The knocked out troopers could do nothing but unconsciously moan and groan with pain. That alone brought a harsh, sad smirk to the face of the warrior.


He took long frightening steps towards the trooper who was half-conscious, next to the post. "Hey there, you little kark. Get yourself together. I have a question for you." He said while slapping the passed out trooper until he regained consciousness. "W-Wha… What?" He immediately tried running but felt like his legs were made of jelly, falling face first to the ground before the warrior picked him up and went into a dark alleyway. "Where. Were. You. Situated?" He asked with violence burning in his voice. "I… I… I'll never tell.." Before the trooper could finish his response, the stranger gave him a growl.


The poor helpless guy's respond changed immediately. Faster than an escaping Loth-rat. "Sector 3… SECTOR 3… In the kriffing outskirt of the Capital City!!!... P-P-Please don't kill me… I'll never fight for the Empire again." A smirk made its way on the imposing stranger's lips. "Well, you're a smart kid, aren't you? It almost makes me feel bad for doing this." The trooper immediately asked. "Feel bad for doing wha…" Before he could finish, he was knocked out once more with a big punch to the head. Dropping the unconscious trooper to the ground before walking out of the alleyway, the warrior knew where to hit next.


Back at the Ghost


"What do we do now? We just sit around and wait for something to happen?" Sabine exclaimed, feeling impatient. Kanan looked over his shoulder and said with a low and serious tone. "Sometimes, it's the only way, Sabine… We have no choice other than to…" Suddenly the alarm that had been sounded earlier, was sounded once more. "Wish and you shall receive." Hera said before running to the cockpit with Kanan at her side. Sabine quickly went into the room that was now hers, grabbing her equipment along with some explosive miracles before putting her helmet on. "Showtime. Finally!"


The Ghost Crew was closer to the point of interest this time. After going 3 clicks west, they were there. Seeing the turmoil on the ground. Hera landed their ship before telling Sabine and Kanan to get off. As Sabine left, Hera called out to Kanan. "Kanan… Do be careful, love… You know better than anyone what revenge can do to a being…" She had genuine care and love in her eyes and a concerned smile on her face. Kanan smiled and came back to give her a peck on the cheek. "Don't worry. You won't get rid of me that easily, Captain Hera." He ran outside, following a different path than Sabine. The decision was made to make it more strategically sound.


Sabine arrived first, seeing smoke everywhere, barely able to differentiate between the troopers and the crates that were laying around. She turned on her scanner and shot the two troopers at her sides simultaneously before suddenly being hit by what seemed to be a very unbelievably heavy punch. It was so strong that it made her do a flip before falling to the ground. Before she was crushed under the foot that was coming down on her, Sabine rolled away and started running towards cover. "Wow, Kanan wasn't joking… This guy is insane…" A trooper was running towards her but instead received a flying kick coupled with a shot to the head.


Smoke came out of the burning hole on the trooper's helmet. She wiggled a little, trying to get her muscles ready for some climbing. She grabbed the TIE fighter, pulling herself up and bouncing to the top before scanning the area for any sign of their target. "Great, it kriffing disappeared." She said with frustration before losing her footing. Being dragged down by something from under the fighter. Falling to the ground, she felt the air being knocked out of her, hitting her chest to get the air flowing again. Sabine looked around and pulled out her blasters, pointing at the giant opposing figure standing in front of her.


"And what are you? Some sort of Imperial special unit?" The man responded before she gritted her teeth and yelled. "No, you stupid giant idiot! Didn't you see me kill those bucketheads?!" Before she continued a Bo-Rifle was pointed at her face. "If I were you, I wouldn't be so sassy, kid. I won't hesitate to shoot you in the face if I don't like you." She smirked, he was distracted, now was the chance. A quick sweep at the legs and the massive figure fell. Crashing to the ground. her blasters were now only inches away from his face. "STOP! DON'T SHOOT HIM!" The cloak had fallen off his body, revealing a massive muscular body covered in dark purple fur.


"HE wouldn't have shown us any mercy…" Sabine debated and Kanan rebutted. "He's a Lasat! His whole planet has been destroyed. Don't you think that would make you a little cynical as well?" The Lasat looked at Kanan with curiosity painted on his face. Kanan slowly nodded at Sabine. "Remember what I told you, any enemy of the Empire can be a potential ally unless proven otherwise." Sabine groaned and rolled her eyes, shaking her head and holstering her guns before moving towards Kanan. "Fine!" She was a bit annoyed at the fact that she had to let the Lasat go without paying for his attack. "So? Are you gonna come with us? We have a place where you'll be safe…"


Kanan pointed around and then looked back at the massive warrior in front of him. "After what you've done, they'll be sweeping this entire sector to find you. It's better to travel in groups." The Lasat slowly got up, picking his Bo-Rifle and cleaning it off before giving them a curious look. "And why should I trust you?" Sabine suddenly interrupted. "Because I had a clear shot at your furry big head and didn't take it." The Lasat lifted his shoulders and cleaned the sand off his fur. "Fine! Lead the way." They ran towards the outpost's exit. Sabine held her hands out as a sign to stop before declaring. "There is an entire battalion's worth of Bucketheads out there."


Sabine had informed Kanan before looking back at the Lasat and exclaiming. "SOMEONE was too slow." Kanan stopped her and said. "Bickering won't solve anything. Your comm still working?" Sabine nodded and he continued. "Contact Hera and tell her we need backup immediately. After that, the only thing we can hope for is to hold them off long enough." Sabine went away and started informing Hera of their situation as Kanan and the Lasat looked at each other. "I'm Kanan. The Mandalorian who took you down is called Sabine." The Lasat forced his frown away before saying. "I'm Garazeb. Garazeb Orrelios."


Kanan gave a nod and smile out of respect. "It's great to meet you, Garazeb." The sound of a cutter making its way around the door frame, made them both jump a little. "Looks like we're going to fight. Are you ready to hold them back?" Zeb nodded before letting a smirk appear and saying. "I'm always ready for a good fight."
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There they were, behind a blast door that was being broken into. They had no choice but to defend their position and take a stand. The tension was high; all hands were on their weapons. Kanan narrowed his eyes as the door was almost cut open. He looked behind him and suddenly realized Sabine wasn't there. "Wait, where is…" Zeb cut him off with a growl. "Looks like she left us…" Kanan shook his head, staring at the door. His pride was scarred. Did she really leave them for dead?! Now wasn't the time to linger on that. He unclipped his blaster from his holster and yelled at Zeb. "Now's not the time! Get behind cover and be ready to hold down our position" They both ran behind two crates, taking long and deep breaths.


The door screeched and dropped to the ground, a platoon of Troopers rushed in, led by a trinity of lieutenants. Kanan took another deep breath before peeking over his cover and shooting one of the lieutenants in the head. Zeb shot the other officer simultaneously. A massive wave of blaster bolts started being fired at their covers. Meanwhile, the platoon was moving forward in a steady and organized pace. Kanan pointed at the columns in the back of the outpost then looked at Zeb. Zeb nodded, running to their new positions before attempting to fire back.


The remaining lieutenant yelled. "We have them pinned down. Push forwaaaard!!! Time to end the miserable lives of these pathetic scum!" The sound of armored boots marching across the outpost echoed around the place. Although, fear was not an option in a situation like this. Kanan and Zeb kept peeking, firing a shot or two, most of them missing while avoiding to get shot themselves. Suddenly a voice came from above. "Hey, bucketheads. Why not make this a fair fight? Let's fix your numbers a little, shall we?" A trio of time-bombs fell from the ceiling and landed in front of the lieutenant's foot. They flashed before creating a massive explosion that was combined with colors spraying everywhere. Sabine came crashing down on top of a trooper, cracking his neck before shooting another in the head.


She then rolled between the legs of another trooper, shooting him in the back of the head. After doing a sweeping motion and making the troopers at her side drop, she popped up and shot them in the head. The explosion had turned the platoon into a squad and Sabine's little flank left only 3 troopers remaining. Kanan and Zeb both popped up and shot the two on Sabine's North East and West. Then it was Sabine's turn to give the last trooper a spinning heel kick before shooting him in the stomach and then the head. She holstered her guns and looked back at the two men. They were looking at her with their eyes as wide as the holes in the dead trooper's armor.


"What?" Sabine asked. "W-We thought you left us…" Zeb said before Sabine answered. "Are you serious? I'm not a coward. And I sure as kark not gonna abandon ship when there's a fight to be fought." Kanan felt ashamed and apologized. "I'm sorry… For doubting you. It was a tense situation." Sabine took a deep sigh and started walking out of the outpost. "Whatever… Let's just get to the ship." One of the troopers who was hidden up until now, tried to attack Sabine but received a face full of blaster bolt instead. Sabine did it without even looking. Zeb walked up to Sabine's side and said. "Hey kid, thanks for what you did back there. I owe you big time."  Sabine looked at him and said with an emotionless tone. "You don't owe me anything. Just… Don't betray me… Or else, I'll hunt you down." She sped up her pace and Zeb went back to Kanan.


"Your friend over there… She's pretty cold-blooded, huh?" Zeb asked and Kanan looked over to him. "Wouldn't know… We don't really know each other… She joined us yesterday." Zeb's eyes went wide and his jaw nearly hit the floor. "Wait, what??? So what, you guys just recruit anyone you see?!" Kanan responded patiently. "When the whole galaxy is under the Empire's ruthless rule, anyone who hates them as much as you, can be a potential ally." Zeb thought about it for a second before giving an understanding nod. As they got out of the outpost, Hera landed in front of them. Sabine was first to get inside. "Are they alright?" Hera asked but Sabine didn't respond, just going into her room.


Kanan walked inside with Zeb not far behind. Hera looked a bit confused and changed her focus to Kanan, asking him with her eyes before receiving a response. "Oh, this is Garazeb… He's our big Anti-Imperial person of interest." Hera's expression was still a little bit confused. "W-Well, it's nice to have you onboard." Zeb looked at the Twi'lek before saying "Hey, I'm just glad I can fight alongside other people who hate the Empire as much as myself." Zeb said with the softest tone he could manage out. Hera gave a genuine soft smile before exclaiming. "The resting hall is straight forward. If you want to take a rest, there's a room on the right that you can use. It's empty."


Zeb nodded gratefully and walked to the resting area while Hera walked to the cockpit. "What was that?" She was curious. "Oh, I decided that having more members isn't bad for our missions." Kanan explained but Hera shook her head. "I'm not talking about that! What happened to Sabine?! What did you say?" Her voice was scolding and motherly. Kanan's eyes went wide and he raised his arms. "Why do you always think I said something?!" Hera rolled her eyes and said. "Because I know you Kanan Jarrus! Now tell me what happened?" Kanan sighed and started explaining the events that had unfolded.


"So we thought she had abandoned us…" He finished before Hera punched his arm. "You have done the same kriffing thing to me before, have I ever doubted you?" Kanan responded with. "We're different! We knew her for a single day!" Hera sighed and said with an annoyed tone. "AND we took care of her for two whole weeks!!! She's just a child… I know she's a Mandalorian Kanan but have you considered that she has been hurt?! From what you told me, Mandalorians are always travelling together with family or clan… Don't you think there's a reason the poor kid had to leave them?!" Kanan felt shame washing over him.


He sighed and looked down at the ground. "We… You're right… Fine, you're right…" He got up and looked at Hera. "Of course I'm right. I'm always right." Hera replied before Kanan rolled his eyes and walked out. He had to make this right. He had hurt the Mandalorian kid... That was the last thing he'd want. As he gently knocked on the door to her room and awaited an answer, the voice of Sabine answered. "Come in." Her voice had no emotion in it, as cold as the surface of Hoth. He slowly walked inside. Something on the drawer grabbed his attention. She had drawn a white Loth-cat on it, a circle encased the cat with a background of star-filled skies.


"You came here to watch over me so I don't betray you again?" She said with a cold and bitter voice and it made Kanan drown in shame. "That's not… That's not why I'm here… I actually came here to apologize…" Sabine looked away and started drawing on her armor before saying. "There's no reason to apologize… You had every right to be suspicious." Kanan took a deep breath and leaned against the door frame. "Listen… You're a part of the team now… It was my fault for assuming your intentions… I had to trust you… We should trust each other…" He looked at Sabine with an apologetic tone in his voice. "I just did what I thought was strategically sound…" Her voice had shame in it.


"And you were right to do it!!! If it weren't for you, we would've been riddled with holes… We would've died… You saved us. I'm truly sorry for what I said." He walked out of the room and Sabine was left with her thoughts. She really had saved them, hadn't she?... If she was honest with herself, she was hurt because the whole situation reminded her of the incident with Ketsu. She shook her head and resumed her drawing. "It really looked like Kanan was sorry about what he had assumed about me…" Sabine thought to herself. Maybe he didn't do anything illogical. She DID actually leave them without informing them about what she was going to do.


As Kanan was walking back to the cockpit, Hera gave him a kind and loving look with a warm smile. "Did you apologize?" Kanan nodded and Hera got up, giving Kanan a big tight hug before kissing his forehead and nudging his arm. "Hey… Thanks for the kiss but what was the nudge for?!" Hera teasingly exclaimed. "The kiss was for doing the right thing, the nudge was for being a lazerhead." Kanan reacted with a chuckle. There was a knock on the door and after it slid open, there stood Zeb, towering in front of the door frame. "Hey, guys… I was curious to know what we're gonna do after what just happened?" Kanan smirked and looked at Hera. "So, we have a Lasat who's aching for a fight and a Mandalorian who's an explosive and tactics expert… It can either be a recipe for disaster OR it can make us unbeatable." He jokingly exclaimed.


"Trust me, we will be unbeatable. After the gears start turning." Hera said with pride. Sabine tapped Zeb from behind and said. "Hey, can you move a bit, big guy? Garazeb, right?" Zeb moved before smirking and responding. "You all can call me Zeb. Garazeb is too much…" They all nodded before Sabine squeezed her way through Zeb and asked. "I actually had the same question as Zeb. What are we gonna do now? Sticking around here seems a bit crazy after what we all did." Kanan nodded in agreement before saying. "Well, what do you think about Kashyyyk? We might have some business to attend to over there."


Everyone looked at each other before Zeb said. "It would be nice to go somewhere where the air is not filled with sand. Some green would do my eyes good." That caused a chuckle between the crew. Sabine continued. "Yeah, no kidding… I wouldn't mind a colorful place like Kashyyyk either." Kana gave a big smile before turning to Hera. "Then you know where to go, captain Hera." Hera gave a proud and ready smirk before punching the ship into Hyperspace.


Chapter End Notes


Okay, more action is on the way. They aren't settled on Lothal JUST yet. We're gonna have some fun with upcoming operations and missions. We're gonna have REAL action, I mean the kinda action that makes what we had up until now, look like nothing! Hope you enjoyed this episode. The crew is complete… ALMOST!
MAY THE FORCE BE WITH US ALL


CHAOS ON KASHYYYK
Chapter Notes


I'm sorry for the late upload. I had a very VERY busy day at work but let's put all of that behind us and let's get going with the story. For those of you who thought "Wait, how are they going to Kashyyyk?!" Weeeell… The Spectres actually went to a couple of planets for one-off jobs BEFORE getting situated on Lothal. I hope I can make these adventures exciting enough. This is going to be so much fun.
Disclaimer: The fact that we don't have a Rebels sequel yet is evidence enough that I don't own STAR WARS. Also, I know the actor for Sabine in Ahsoka's show has been announced and my thoughts are… I LOVE IT!!!


See the end of the chapter for more notes
CHAOS ON KASHYYYK


The Ghost had landed on the wooden, ruined and decomposing platform. It was some desolate place that was void of any and all Imperial presence. The crew were sitting in front of the ship, in a circle. "So, what are we here for?" Zeb was the first to ask. "We're here to steal some fuel cells and help some of our hairy wonderful friends." Kanan responded with a big smirk on his face. Sabine looked at the rest of the crew before asking. "So where are we gonna start?" Hera answered her question with "Well, we've gotta keep to the woods. The trees are our best cover. By keeping to them, we could avoid any unnecessary confrontation." Kanan continued with. "I think we better have codenames… We just can't call out our real names… It's too dangerous."


Hera and Kanan said the rest together. "So we decided that we should be called Spectres." Everybody nodded in agreement. "I'll be Spectre-1." Kanan said before Hera explained. "I'm Spectre-2. You're Spectre-4." She pointed at Zeb. Hera smiled and looked at Sabine. "You'll be Spectre-5. And Chopper is Spectre-3." Everyone were in agreement with the new naming system. "Now back to the plan." Kanan gathered the attention of the crew.


Chopper came in the middle of the circle beeping and bopping. "What about me?! What am I gonna do?" Hera chuckled before responding. "You'll be on security duty." Chopper grumbled and exclaimed "As always! You know I can do other sh…" Before he could finish, Kanan said. "HEY!" Zeb chuckled before asking. "Wait, you two can actually hear that thing?" Kanan and Hera nodded before Sabine rolled her eyes. "So, I guess, we're waiting again?" Kanan shook his head. "Actually, I was about to tell everyone to get geared up. We should be quick." Sabine's lips curved into a big smile of anticipation, running to her room for preparations.


She grabbed throwing vibro-knives putting them in the pouches around her knees. She was just about to walk out the room but she turned back and picked up a couple of high-power electro-grenades. A smirk made its way to her lips and she wished that she could use all of her weaponry. When she came back, Zeb was brandishing and cleaning up his Bo-Rifle while Kanan checked his blaster. "Everyone ready?" Everybody nodded while Chopper gave his version of a thumbs up. And so, the journey began. They had to go through the thickest part of the forest.


The sun rays cut through the branches and leaves, the sweet scent of wet jungle grass filled the air. Green was everywhere. As far as the eye could see. The beauty of nature at its' finest. If it weren't for the Empire and their horrible activities around the area, it would be a heaven planet in the galaxy. There were rustling sounds all over the place but no one paid attention to it. It had been happening all along their path. They had spread up. It was the best decision, agreed upon by all members. Strategically speaking, if they were to be caught, it would be better if they had more members to help the captured ones out.


Sabine was with Zeb while Kanan went along with Chopper. The rustling sounds were getting louder and louder around them. Sabine looked around while putting her scanner down. "Hey kid, what are ya doing?" Sabine looked over to him and said. "I'm not a kid… Also, I'm scanning the area for life si…" Before she could finish her response, a very heavy weight came crashing down on top of her, pinning her to the ground. In front of her eyes, Zeb was also pinned down and Sabine tried to figure out what race had attacked them. She brought her head up just to see the humungous spider trying to rip into Zeb's throat. She didn't have time for that, though. She was facing off against her own huge arachnid friend.


The Mandalorian warrior rolled in place before coming face to face with a vicious Wyyyschokk that was trying to rip her head off. She grabbed two tendrils and pushed herself off the ground, trying to keep the chelicerae away from her head. This creature, this thing didn't want a fight, it didn't think, it just wanted food. She opened the chelicerae of the creature while grabbing one of her shock grenades and shoving it in its mouth with a smirk on her face. "Enjoy this, you kriffing monster!" She rolled away before the creature's head exploded. Zeb on the other hand was back on his feet, holding the arachnid back while growling. "You think you can beat me, you pathetic little crawler!" Zeb said through gritted teeth.


That was when Sabine shot two of the tendrils while Zeb jumped in the air, pulling out his Bo-Rifle, activating it and shoving the sharp end into the arachnid's brain. Blood sprayed out all over Zeb's body and he almost vomited. "Oh great! What the heck… I'm covered in blood… I think I'm gonna throw up…" He turned around and that was when he blew out his lunch. Sabine almost threw up as well but she controlled herself. "As I was saying, I was scanning for life-signs. Looks like they found us before I found…" Her words were stuck in her throat and Zeb looked at her as she looked up at the branches. "What happened?! Wait… Don't tell me there's more of them." Sabine shook her head. "There are 5 more… And I don't think they're happy we killed their friends…"


Meanwhile on Kanan and Chopper's side


"I'm sure they'll be just fine. We're talking about a Lasat and a Mandalorian. They're two of the greatest warrior races in the entire galaxy." Kanan responded to Chopper's previous quips as Chopper exclaimed. "Yeah but those dummies are like the rejects of their races." Kanan shook his head. "If anyone's a reject. I'm stuck with him." Chopper beeped and bopped loudly. "How about you open the kriffing doors and register the codes yourself?" Kanan raised his hands in surrender. "Fine, fine. You're not a reject." He whispered as they arrived to the side entrance of an Imperial imprisonment. "Okay, now the only thing we have to do is wait for Sabine and Zeb to get here."


Back at Sabine and Zeb's side


Two spiders dropped in front of them and chattered their chelicerae at them. The three others dropped behind them and started crawling towards Spectres 4 and 5. "Well kid? What do we do NOW?! You've got more of those miracles? We sure as kriff need them!" He said before dodging a lethal tendril strike. "Well, I have more but I think we'll need it later." Zeb shot out the legs of an arachnid monster before looking at the one next to it. Sabine jumped on top of one of them, shooting about 10 blaster bolts in its head and back before doing a flip off of it.


Zeb lifted the front tendrils of a Wyyyschokk as Sabine slid between his legs, shooting the underside with a storm of energy. The crippled arachnid tried to scream but Zeb shoved his Bo-Rifle inside one of its many eyes, shooting once and making the head explode. The two remaining monsters tried to attack them at once. The vibro-knife flew into the right creature's head while the left one got pierced by Zeb's Bo-Rifle, splitting the head down the middle. The disgusting green blood stained every inch of Sabine's armor and Zeb's fur. "Kaaark!!! This'll take ages to wash off my fur… Kark, kark!" Sabine nudged him in the side and exclaimed with annoyance. "Can you keep it down, Zeb? We don't want Imperials to be added to our list of problems!"


Zeb sighed and growled before following Sabine's lead to the rendezvous point. As they arrived, Kanan looked at them. "Woah, what happened to you two?! Ugh… And what's that SMELL???" Sabine suddenly answered with frustration. "Trust me… You. Don't. Wanna. Know." She walked up to Chopper and asked. "So? We're gonna start our little operation?" Kanan responded with. "Well, with you two finally here, yeah. Sabine, you go from the side and get rid of the two troopers. Zeb, you can take care of the officer, right?" Sabine glowed with anticipation while Zeb smirked. "It'll be a piece of Kashyyyk cake!" Kanan's only respond was. "Okay then. Chopper, you're with me. We're gonna fix the door. The fuel cells are inside. You guys empty the cells."


He scanned the area before saying. "I'll save the poor wookies." After everyone was caught up with the plan, the mission started. "This is SO boring. Ever since we got rid of those stupid furballs, nothing has happened. Ughhh, I wish I was stationed in Tatooine or something." The trooper said to his partner. "Are you crazy??? Tatooine?! The hellscape with two suns???" The other almost yelled before his friend explained. "AT LEAST THERE AREN'T ANY GIGANTIC KRIFFING SPIDERS THERE!!! FOR KARK'S SAKE, VERO WAS RIPPED IN HALF IN FRONT OF ME, MAN!!!" The trooper was on the verge of tears.


"Calm down, Mont! Calm the kriff down! I'm sure if you just think…" Before his friend could finish, he was shot in the head. His friend soon felt a vibro-blade slitting his throat open. Both of them hitting the ground at the same time. Sabine looked over her shoulders to see the officer coming out of the prison. "HEY! WHAT ARE YOU…" Then it was his turn to fly across the platform and fall to his death. Zeb's powerful uppercut was the cause. Sabine chuckled a little. The poor buckethead. If only he was a banshee. Kanan swung across a vine and landed on the platform. "Okay, people, let's hurry up! We gotta get out of here ASAP!"


Chopper was fiddling with the gate's controls, cracking it in a matter of seconds before the door opened and Kanan took a deep breath. "Here goes nothing." He ran down the corridor while Zeb and Sabine started to pull out Fuel Cells into crates for extraction. Kanan was running down the stairs before being hit with a clothesline and getting slammed to the ground. "Finally! Some action! I wanted to crush some bones so bad!" There was a massive figure standing before him with a red pauldron. Kanan did a kik-up, attempting to grab his blaster before being thrown up against a wall. "Good grief, you're pathetic." He started walking towards Kanan, kicking his ribs so hard that he was thrown off the ground.


"Ohhhh, I'm gonna enjoy this! I've only been able to blow up spiders until now. Now, I'm gonna rip you limb from limb!" The giant grenadier grabbed Kanan by his neck to break it. Then there was silence. Not even a single noise was heard. Then the giant trooper fell down with Kanan, there was a hole in his chest. Poking through that hole was Kanan's lightsaber. He quickly extinguished his lightsaber before stumbling to his feet. He limped towards the Wookie cells before slamming the control that opened them. The fury warriors rushed outside while thanking Kanan. "Woah, there's a lot of you here, huh. Follow me. Follow me everyone." Kanan tried to walk but fell to the ground.


Wonderful, broken ribs. What else could possibly happen… Hera's gonna kill me. He tried to walk up the stairs but fell. Before he hit the ground, Zeb immediately jumped to his side and lifted him up. "What happened down there?" Kanan groaned before saying. "Nothing… Let's just tell Hera to come pick us up. We've had enough adventure for one day." Zeb chuckled and shook his head before replying. "Heh, you don't know the half of it." When they reached the platforms, Sabine had already contacted Hera and the Ghost was waiting for them. Hera was loading up the fuel cells when she suddenly became aware of Kanan's state.


She ran as fast as she could to grab Kanan's other shoulder and help him to the ship. "What happened to him?!" Zeb shrugged his shoulders, responding with. "I don't know, Hera. I found him like this." Kanan sighed and shook his head. "I broke my ribs… But it's not that…" Hera cut him off. "Med-bay, immediately! I need to take care of this. Sabine, you've got the rest of the fuel cells?" Sabine responded with a simple nod.


A few hours had passed and the Ghost was now situated in space. Sabine was in her room cleaning her armor while Zeb was in the refresher, trying to wash the Arachnid blood off his fur. Hera was in the med-bay at Kanan's side. Gently caressing his cheek and hair. "Love, you really enjoy being reckless, don't you?" Kanan shook his head. "Trust me, I wasn't planning on getting injured." Hera gave Kanan the gentlest kiss on the lips. Kanan smiled and looked at her. "Well, if I knew I was gonna be treated like this, I would've injured myself." Hera rolled her eyes and chuckled before nudging his arm, making him groan. "You're a real lazerbrain sometimes, you know that?" Kanan laughed a little before looking into the Twi'lek's eyes and speaking with love. "Hey, I'm your lazerbrain."


Chapter End Notes


A little romantic ending. A tiny bit of Kanera never hurt nobody. Again, I apologize for being so late. This was a BIG one. I hope you enjoyed the action and the adventure. Lots of love.
MAY THE FORCE BE WITH US ALL


KANAN'S BIG SURPRISE
Chapter Notes


Now, now, the most die-hard of fans would know that the Spectres went to a couple of other planets before Kashyyyk in the canon timeline, but that doesn't mean it was their FIRST trip. This chapter is going to have action AND emotions. What happens when our favorite group of Rebels go to a very familiar planet? Lay back, grab a cold beverage, a snack or something and enjoy the show.


Disclaimer: Ohhhh, the things I would write if I actually owned STAR WARS… I would add myself into the cano… Hmmm, maybe it's for the best that I don't own STAR WARS… I swear I'm not a narcissist.


See the end of the chapter for more notes
KANAN'S BIG SURPRISE


A look of nervousness was on Kanan's face. Hera rolled her eyes and looked at him. "Kanan, you know that we're not going to meet him, right?" Kanan scratched the back of his head before responding. "I know… I know… I'm still worried though…" Hera shook her head before raising her voice a bit. "We are going to be on the other side of the planet, love! We are NOT going to see him… Plus, I'll avoid him at all cost." Kanan's face formed a frown as he looked at her. "Okay, dear. I want what's best for you." His voice was filled with warmth as he placed a hand on hers.


She gave a heavy sigh before looking back into his eyes with a soft smile. "It just feels weird… Strange… Going back there after leaving, after all those years…" Kanan looked at her nervously before smiling and whispering. "Well, whatever happens down there, I'm with you. Did you track the supply ship?" Hera kissed him on the cheek before saying. "I did. It landed on the Southern hemisphere of Ryloth." Kanan nodded while saying. "Good. Good."


Sabine was in her room, adding some color and design to her dual blaster pistols. She added her own colorful twist to her weapons. She had put her helmet aside, slowly shaking her hair out. It felt nice to have facial freedom from time to time. The room had changed since Sabine became the primary resident. It had become much more colorful, much more vibrant. She had painted the wall in the south side of the room. A mix of purple, red, yellow, orange and a lot of blue. Ever since Lothal, she had realized the beauty of blue. It stood out, against almost any background color.


She smiled and looked at the painting filled with Mandalorian symbolism. She had painted her helmet with a Lothal-Cat's tail barely noticeable from behind it. That little cat had turned into a symbol of hope for her. She had lost all hope before meeting that little white furball. She heard yelling from outside her room. This caused her to run to the door, opening it to see Zeb running after Chopper. "YOU LITTLE MECHANICAL MENACE!!! I'LL RIP YOU TO SCRAPS!!!" He growled and Sabine's eyes went wide. She had just seen the back of Zeb's head and there was patch of brown fur in the middle! She tried her best not to laugh.


After Chopper and Zeb ran into the cockpit. The droid quickly took cover behind her owner. "Help, he's crazy!" Chopper said with the most innocent tone he could manage. Kanan raised an eyebrow and Hera looked at Zeb. "What has happened? Why are you chasing Chop?" Zeb turned around and yelled. "This little scrap pile changed my conditioner with SABINE'S BROWN HAIR DYE!!!" Hera noticed the brown spot with wide eyes. "Oh… CHOPPER!" She called for her droid. "What?! I didn't do that… He must've picked it up by accident." When Chopper responded, Sabine said with an answer of her own. "HEY! I wondered where my brown dye was! You…"


She grabbed it out of Zeb's hand before staring at Chopper with narrowed eyes. "Okay, okay… Everybody needs to calm down… I know that Chopper is a prankster and SOMETIMES, his pranks move over the line of good taste…" Hera said before Kanan replied. "Yeah! Like the time he cut my ponytail in my sleep!" Sabine chuckled a little at the thought of Kanan without his ponytail. Hera cleaned her throat as a sign to make Kanan stop talking. "I know, love… I was just about to say that… As compensation for your… Ummm… Fur, I'll pay for a pair of armor pads… You've been talking about better protection for the last week… Saying that your arms are unprotected… Is that good enough?" Zeb shook his head until his attention was grabbed by the mention of new armor pieces. "Wait, did you say armor pads? Hmmm… I would call it even after that."


Sabine smirked and shook her head before pulling Zeb's arm. "Okay, big guy, time to fix your little fur patch. I have something to help you with that." Zeb exited the room while Chopper chuckled to himself. Hera looked back at Chop with narrowed eyes. "No more crazy pranks, Chop. That's enough." Chopper beeped and bopped in a manner that meant. "Whatever." Rolling out of the cockpit, the droid got a loud growl from the Lasat who was sitting in the resting hall.


Sabine was rubbing some sort of cream on the fur patch while keeping her chuckle in. "Yeah, kid, laugh it up. I'm sure you would've loved getting your hair all messed up." Sabine stopped chuckling and replied. "Don't blow it out of proportions. Your fur will be back to its normal color in about an hour." The Mando girl patted Zeb on his back before returning to her room.


After preparations were done, it was time for the crew to raid the supply ship. Everyone were geared up and ready. Sabine fixed her helmet, Zeb activated his Bo-Rifle, Kanan holstered his blaster and Hera gave them the thumbs up. Getting close enough to the ground before opening the back door for them to jump off. They all landed on their feet and looked around. "Okay, so… We're going to have to go 2 clicks North. There's an Imperial supply ship with food and equipment that has our name on it."


"So, are you sure we won't be ambushed by Syndulla's forces again?" The stormtrooper opening the storage doors of the supply ship asked nervously. "We're on the literal other side of the planet! There's no worries on that front. The chances of someone raiding us is so small that…" Before the trooper could finish, a voice came from behind them. "How small are we talking here?" Before the two could react, they were lifted off ground by Zeb. "Sabine, the honor is all yours." Sabine smirked and emptied two blaster bolts in their heads before Zeb threw them on the ground.


"What are you two doing back there? We need to get… HEY! STOP RIGHT THERE!" The pilot who was standing in front of them had pulled out her blaster. Her hands were shaking and there was fear in her eyes. "Y-Y-You're under arrest…" Zeb and Sabine looked at each other before smirking and looking back at her. "Are you sure you wanna go down the same path as your two friends over here?" Sabine pointed at the two dead troopers with a smirk. The pilot dropped her blaster before running away as fast as she could. "Welp, I guess we've gotta get going. That pilot is gonna call her friends over."


Zeb closed the supply ship's door before looking over to Sabine. "You know how to fly this thing? Right?" Sabine looked at Zeb with a wide smirk. "I'm the best pilot you'll ever see, big guy." She went into the cockpit before opening the control panel. "Hey hey hey, what are you doing kid???" Zeb was a bit nervous. Sabine rolled her eyes and sighed. "You know all Imperial convoy have a tracker, right? You want us to be reacquainted with the Empire mid-travel?"


Zeb shook his head before Sabine pulled the tracker out and threw it away. "Time to get this beauty to Hera." Sabine suggested before Zeb said. "What about Kanan?" Sabine shrugged her shoulders, responding. "Who knows… He said he wanted to do something before joining us." As if right on cue, Kanan's voice came from outside. "Judging by these dead troopers, I am guessing you're in there." Zeb came outside and looked at Kanan before laughing. "You guessed right but may I ask what our fearless leader has in mind?"


Kanan smirked before saying. "I needed to do something for Hera. Speaking of which, can you contact her for a landing, 120 clicks South East of our point?" Zeb nodded and called it in. Sabine looked over to her side to see them both walk back into the ship. "So, what are we doing?" Kanan smiled wide before replying. "We gotta change position. Fly us South West. 120 clicks." Sabine nodded before making the move. Kanan and Zeb were in the storage area, waiting and conversing. "So? You're not gonna tell any of us what you've planned?" Kanan smirked and shook his head. "No chance at all. Plus, it's got nothing to do with any of you."


An hour later, the Ghost had arrived to the rendezvous point. Hera came outside with a hand on her hips. "Why did you change the plan?" Kanan chuckled and waked towards her, holding one of her hands before whispering. "Oh, dear Hera, you're so preoccupied with the fight. you've forgotten. 2 Years ago, on this very day, we met for the first time. I wanted to make it special." Kanan smiled and nodded to the crew. They all went back to the Ghost with the exception of Sabine, who stayed in the supply ship. They needed to stay safe on surface. Kanan and Hera disappeared into a cave near their landing point.


As they walked down the path, Hera gasped when she saw the flowers that laid all around the ground. "Well, I'll be. Kanan Jarrus, you're full of surprises." Kanan smirked and said. "That's not all. These flowers are all fine but I still remember your absolute favorite. Rylothian Roses are rare to find but I've been reading up on this planet. You would be shocked to see what kind of things the Imps keep on record. This… This is the last Rylothian rose, Hera." Kanan said as he revealed a glass case that contained a beautiful green and yellow Rylothian rose within it. He smiled and locked eyes with Hera. Love glowing between them.


"You… Kanan Jarrus… You're really something, aren't you?" She was on the verge of tears. Kanan caressed her cheek and closed the distance between the two with the sweetest kiss she had ever received from his lips. The beautiful rose was standing proud and beautiful between them. Seemed as though it was symbolizing their love and commitment to each other. After a minute of sharing their love through their lips. There was a separation. Their heads still leaning against each other. Their eyes still closed. That's when Kanan softly whispered. "I know there's a fight to be fought and I know some days are just too tough… But you're the one who's been at my side through it all. I promise I'll never leave your side. I'll always be with you. No matter what."


Hera quickly pulled her man into her warm, loving embrace while slowly laying her head against his chest. For the first time in about 2 years, she felt peace. She felt joy. She could feel love. It seemed like all their worries, all their fears, all their stress had been washed away. Now, the only thing that remained between the two was love and passion.


Sabine was sharpening her vibro-knife, smiling to herself. She felt a glow of happiness inside her. Seeing the love and care between Hera and Kanan (Even if they didn't admit it in front of them), gave brightness to these dark times. It gave her hope. It was nice to see how two people can be happy together in a time like this. Zeb on the other hand was playing Sabacc with Chopper. He knew the little insufferable droid would cheat but what else could he do? He was bored. As a Lasat, he didn't like just standing around and doing nothing.


After a few minutes lying in each other's arms, Kanan looked down at Hera with a smile. "Dear, we have to go back to the crew. Need to deliver the supplies all the way to the other side of the planet." Hera sighed before looking at him. "Well, it was nice while it lasted. Thanks for the amazing surprise." Kanan gave her a peck on the forehead before helping her up. They both contacted Zeb and Sabine. "Okay, Spectres, let's get things going." Hera informed Sabine. "Just follow the Ghost, Sabine. We're going to the other side of the planet to give some supplies to the civilians in hiding.


Kanan and Hera gave each other one last loving look before exiting the cave, hands intertwined and love coursing through their veins. The galaxy was going through a very dark time but at least they had each other. They were each other's guiding light.


Chapter End Notes


What?! You think I'm only capable of writing action scenes? Come on, give me some credit. A little romance and Kanera action never hurt anyone. I wanted to show some feel-good scenes to relax and read with a smile. Kanera are so sweet and wonderful. Truly a beacon of light in the Star Wars-verse. I hope you enjoyed. I'm trying to follow the example of the show. Some chapters are just action, some chapters are emotional, some are part of an over-arching story and some are building up for lore or later events. Lots of love to all the people who have given me a chance and who have given me the honor of reading my story.
MAY THE FORCE BE WITH US ALL!


GHOSTS OF KANAN'S PAST PART 1
Chapter Notes


Okay, magnificent people, the next two episodes are going to be tragic. Who's ready to experience some tragedy? This is going to be a 2-episode arc. The first story arc that I've ever done. I hope I can write something that'll satisfy you. I researched this bit a lot. So this episode and the one after it are connected. They're meant to be taken together.
Disclaimer: Yeah, yeah, I know I don't own STAR WARS… No need to pour salt over my wound…


See the end of the chapter for more notes
GHOSTS OF KANAN'S PAST PART 1


A middle-aged female master Jedi, surrounded by her clone troopers. Screams of pain and sorrow filling the young padawan's head. Her last words echoing through time and space. "YOU MUST RUN! RUN CALEB!" The Jedi master called out to her young padawan before getting bombarded by a storm of blaster fire. Her screams of agony would scar the young boy's mind forever. Other sensations flashed by, in the blink of an eye. Fear, anger, stress. Kanan Jarrus woke up with a loud gasp, sweat dripping from his face, his head laying between his hands.


Hera slowly opened her eyes and looked at him, realizing the state of her man and slowly grabbing hold of his right hand. "Kanan? Did you see the nightmare again?" Her man was distraught. Breathing heavily as he answered. "This time it was more vivid. The sounds… The faces… I could see and hear them as clearly as I see and hear you now…" Kanan's heart beat was reaching astronomical rates before Hera placed a hand on his chest.


"Calm down, love. That was a long long time ago. That boy is safe now. Nothing can hurt him anymore." She said with a gentle and loving tone, caressing his chest. He let a hand wonder to her waist as he took a deep breath and collected his thoughts. "You're right… I just can't stop thinking about them… When the war ended, we all thought life was gonna get easier… We couldn't have been more wrong. Nobody won that war… We all lost…" He took a deep sigh. Hera caressed her way to his hands, holding them and looking him straight in the eyes. "That's why we're fighting now. We're taking hold of our destiny. We're trying to make things right."


At breakfast time, all the crew had gathered around. Kanan barely touched his food and Hera had an obvious look of worry on her face. Sabine finished her blue milk and Zeb ate the last piece of wookie-ookie they brought from Kashyyyk. That was when an alert was sounded, Hera ran to the cockpit before yelling. "New Imperial supply ship. En route to Christophsis! IF we're quick enough, we can intercept them." Kanan shook himself out of his thoughts. Running to man the upper turret. "Sabine, Zeb, man the lower and the rear turrets. We're gonna see some action!" Kanan said as he disappeared into the upper turret's room.


A few minutes later, they had arrived to their destination. The Imperial supply ship contacted them. "Unknown VCX-100 Light Freighter, you are in restricted Imperial territory. No unregistered ships are allowed in this area! Identify yourself." Hera smirked before informing everyone that. "Okay Spectres, get ready! Kanan, you target the supply ship's engines. Sabine, you and Zeb should handle the TIE fighters guarding our target."


Sabine fired a few shots at the two TIE fighter in the side. One of them exploded into space dust. All the TIEs broke formation. They had to focus their fire on the new threat. Ghost performed a circular maneuver while Kanan fired some shots at the engines but to no avail, the shields were still up. Hera yelled at Chopper. "Scan that ship for Shield generators. We need to disable their shields." Sabine said through the comm. "These are Imperial supply ships! The shield generator is on the underside. Get me a clear shot and I'll get it done."


 A quick spiraling maneuver to reach the underbelly. As soon as Sabine got the shot, she fired and succeeded in destroying the shield generators. Hera continued the spiral maneuver to place them above the ship, Zeb firing and eliminating another TIE fighter while Kanan was able to destroy another after missing a few shots. Sabine yelled with excitement. "That's what I'm talking about!" The whole ship trembled as a few shots were fired at their hull. The remaining TIE fighters were hitting them hard. That was until Zeb shot one of them, making it explode right next to its partner, causing it to spin out of control. Kanan finished off the last TIE and then there was silence.


"Hera, get us close. We need to get this supply before Imperial backup arrives." Kanan suggested before Hera replied. "Everyone get ready. We're boarding the supply ship immediately." The Ghost got close enough for the docking tube to connect. Zeb and Sabine walked through the tube. That's when Sabine started cutting the door. "Watch my back, big guy. They're waiting for us on the other side." Zeb sighed and shook his head. "You worry about the door; I'll worry about the Bucketheads." Sabine chuckled before saying. "I see you're using my nickname for the stupid troopers." Zeb smirked and said. "Well, it describes them perfectly. They really are bucket…" Before Zeb could finish, the door dropped open and an Imperial pilot alongside an officer started firing.


Sabine jumped back, before shooting one of them in the hand. The pilot screamed as loud as his lungs allowed him to. Dropping to his knees and holding what remained of his hand. While Zeb ducked underneath an incoming blaster bolt, he slammed the officer into the inner walls, breaking her neck as he threw her away. The screaming officer looked at them while laughing maniacally. "HAHAHAHA, YOU PATHETIC REBEL SCUM!!! YOU'RE KRIFFED!!! JUST WAIT UNTIL OUR REINFORCEMENT COMES. I'LL ENJOY WATCHING YOU TURN TO DUST WHILE I…" Sabine shot the Imperial pilot in the head. "He talked too much." Zeb smirked and said "Aren't we lucky to have you on our side…"


Kanan called through their transmitters "What are you doing, guys? Are we ready to get this over with?" He asked as Sabine and Zeb said simultaneously. "Yes. Everything is alright." Sabine ran to the control console. That was when her eyes went wide and her mouth fell open. After a few silent moments, Zeb nervously asked her. "What's wrong, kid??? Why are you frozen?!" Sabine snapped her face towards Zeb before yelling. "That son of a nerf herder was right!!! There's a fully armed Star Destroyer and it's gonna arrive any second now." She quickly dropped down under the console, opening it up to pull out the tracker.


Zeb yelled. "Rip that kriffing thing off before they can get here!" Sabine yelled before ripping the tracker off. "DIDN'T YOU HEAR ME??? THEY ARE ALREADY LOCKED AND LOADED ON THEIR WAY!!! IT DOESN'T MATTER IF I RIP THIS KRIFFING THING OFF." She threw the tracker to the ground so hard that it broke into pieces. After Sabine grabbed a specific piece off the ground, she came face to face with Zeb. "What are you doing right now??? Tell Kanan what the hell is going on here!" Zeb quickly got himself together. He quickly contacted and informed Kanan before receiving the new commands. "Move the supplies immediately!!! We don't wanna go face to face with an Imperial Star Destroyer!"


Sabine looked over to Zeb before saying. "You heard what he said. You start pushing those three crates and leave this crate to me. I've got something in mind." Zeb nodded before quickly pushing the crates one after another to the Ghost. He ran his way back to grab the last crate, waiting to look at Sabine, who was now leaning over her crate, fiddling with it. "Wait, what the kark are you doing, kid?!" Sabine looked up and shook her head. "I'm trying to give us a chance… I'm trying to keep us alive!" The furious Mandalorian attached one of her miracles to the crate's side. Using the piece from the tracker, she had been able to turn the equipment's crate into a semi-active explosive.


Zeb looked with confusion pinned on his face. "You're joking, kid… Right??? Star Destroyers are HUGE! This won't even make a dent in their shield." Sabine face palmed before looking at Zeb with frustration. "I'm not trying to destroy a Star Destroyer, you big laser head! I'm trying to give us a window of opportunity…" Zeb finally got the point before looking around a bit. "What are you waiting for? Do you wanna blow yourself up WITH this ship???" That's when they both ran back to the Ghost. Sabine grabbing her trigger and Zeb pushing the crate but before they could detach themselves from the supply ship, a ginormous menacing shadow fell upon their own ship.


The Star Destroyer had arrived. The Ghost immediately detached, trying to escape before their ship was hit with a single heavy shot. Their shields went down immediately and the crew felt fear blooming in their hearts. That was when Sabine yelled as loud as she could. "I KNOW WE'RE TOO CLOSE BUT BRACE FOR IMPACT EVERYONE. THIS IS OUR ONLY HOPE!!!" That's when Sabine pushed the trigger, the explosion was massive, the metallic pieces flying everywhere, ripping off pieces of the Ghost's armor. The alarms were sounded. The whole ship was shaking hard.


"HOLD ON TIGHT, EVERYONE!!! WE'RE GONNA HAVE A CRASH LANDING!!! WE'RE GONNA HAVE TO PULL ALL SORTS OF MIRACLES IF WE WANNA SURVIVE THIS ONE!!!" Kanan yelled as the ship trembled, shook and quaked while Hera tried to steer it to the planet below. Christophsis was their unfortunate destination now.


Chapter End Notes
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GHOSTS OF KANAN'S PAST PART 2


The Ghost was descending at menacing speeds. Shaking and barely holding up. The Spetres' ship crashed through some crystals, the pieces flying everywhere as the Ghost continued its descension until crash landing in the middle of Tophen's ruins. Smoke was coming off the broken down ship. The exit doors slowly screeched open and everyone came out stumbling, falling to the ground and coughing from smoke. Sabine quickly pulled off her helmet before coughing so hard that she felt the pain in her chest, shaking her head to bring back her senses. Zeb was scratching the ground and slamming his fist against his furry chest. "WHAT THE KARK WAS THAT, KID???"


Sabine suddenly stumbled towards him, grabbing his collar and going face to face with him. She growled and yelled. "IF I HADN'T DONE THAT, WE WOULD BE DEAD RIGHT NOW!!! I SAVED US!!!" Kanan quickly came between them, pushing them away from each other. "Calm down everyone! The important thing is that we are all alive." Chopper came out screaming. "BARELY!!!" Hera shook her head and looked around. "Is anyone hurt?" Everyone shook their heads. That was when Kanan fell to his knees. He grabbed his side. The metal piece was stuck in between his ribs and he could feel it moving inside him.


Zeb ran towards him, lifting him up and looking over to Hera. "Hera! Kanan needs some serious medical attention!" Sabine looked at Kanan before sighing and saying. "We gotta hold off, we don't know where we are yet. You bring him to a safer location and I'll take care of his injury." They all scouted the area to find a better position. That's when Hera's eyes captured an opening in one of the buildings that had been blown open. The whole place was in ruins. Destroyed, blown up, crumbling. It looked like the Empire had done a real number on the place. They all helped Zeb carry Kanan to the building. As Sabine and Hera placed Kanan on a half broken table, He groaned loudly and tried to stand but Hera held him down. "Stay down, love. You need to get patched up. We can't have you moving around while you're bleeding out." Zeb dragged a huge piece of metal, placing it against the entrance to fully cover it.


Sabine was on the side, quickly opening her handbag. She grabbed a light torch, a couple of stitches and a stitch gun before looking over to Kanan. He looked back and gritted his teeth. "Sabine, I would really appreciate it if you could just hurry up a bit…" He hissed from pain, grabbing his wound and closing his eyes. Hera held his other hand in hers and looked over to Sabine who was preparing her equipment. She walked over to Kanan and looked down at the metallic piece stuck inside him. The Mandalorian took a deep breath before looking over to Hera. "Kanan, this is going to hurt real bad. I don't have the proper tool right now… So, we have to make do."


Kanan groaned and rolled his eyes. "Okay… Just get it over with." He said before taking a very deep breath. The two women of the crew grabbed the metallic piece and slowly pulled it out. Sabine ignited the torch and slowly cauterized the wound. Kanan growled through gritted teeth but didn't move a single muscle. Hera secretly caressed his hand which helped calm him down a bit. After the cauterization, it was time for the stitches. She did them as quick as she could.


"Okay, I'm done… But don't think just because I took care of the wound, you're clear for action. You have to be REAL careful. Any extra pressure and you risk opening the wound back up again." Sabine said with a serious tone before looking over to Zeb. "Anything out there, big guy? Are we clear?" Zeb replied with a confused and shocked tone. "Ummm… There's… There's NOTHING out there… No Imps, no people… Not even a creature… I think we landed in abandoned territory…" Kanan hissed before telling the crew. "It's not just abandoned… This place has been purged… The Empire destroyed Tophen as an example to other cities…" A frown suddenly fell on the Spectres' faces. The Empire had "Silenced" many countries and cities since their rise…


Zeb slowly pushed the huge metallic slab away and they all walked outside, looking around. Kanan had a disturbed look on his face. Hera walked in front of everyone, leading the group. Sabine scanned the area for life-signs. "Nothing… Absolutely no sign of anything… This is definitely a silenced territory." She had sorrow in her voice. She had flashbacks of her days in the academy, the Empire cleaning Ronion was the reason she had left that living hell. She could still hear the thousands of screams that were bellowed that day. Her sense of guilt almost overwhelmed her. Zeb on the other hand, had tears in his eyes. He could see the parallels between this city and his planet.


The day he lost everything… The day he lost his planet… Kanan looked around, it felt eerily similar to what happened to the Jedi order… The screams of Padawans, the pain of the masters… No one saw it but everyone felt it. The city looked empty… Like its soul had been sucked out… No one was there but it felt alive… As if the ghosts of the Spectres' past were all gathered there. Sabine could see Mandalorian children who turned to dust by her creation, Zeb could hear the last howls of his dying race, Hera could hear her mother, crying out her name and Kanan… Well, Kanan came face to face with his fears as well.


They were all walking absent-mindedly. They didn't know where they were going. When the Ghost crew came to their senses, the city hall stood tall in front of them. "Let's go inside. We might be able to find some equipment for Ghost's repairs." Hera suggested, her voice was shaking. This operation had evolved. They had left the supplies inside Ghost. Chopper begrudgingly agreed to return to the ship and keep guard.


The city hall was filled with burnt and melted council chairs. The grand table was still intact. Kanan slowly caressed his hand across the table, cleaning the dust off. A burnt Galactic Republic Insignia was engraved on it. Kanan locked his eyes on the familiar but forgotten sign. A deep sigh leaving his mouth. The memories came flooding back. The battle of Christophsis. The traitorous clones. The dastardly droid army. The youngest member of their group didn't get to experience the Galactic Republic but the other members remembered… They remembered a time of war… But even through the war, they had family, they had friends… Family and friends that were no more.


The whole building felt like it was frozen in a time, long forgotten. Kanan saw a bunch of cylinders covered in a thick layer of dust. He took slow hollow steps towards the pile. Something attracting him towards them. His eyes were filled with tears and his heart dropped down his chest. His hand was shaking as he picked one of the cylinders up, wiping the dust off to reveal a broken lightsaber. Hera gave a quiet gasp, Sabine just looking at the weapon with curiosity. Zeb grasped his Bo-Rifle tighter, a feeling of honor filled him inside. The legendary Jedi knights were responsible for his species safety during the Clone Wars.


Memories were filling this room up. As if they were kept prisoner inside. You could almost hear the sound of the Jedi gatherings. The shield they had created for galaxy's protection had fallen since their extinction. Their weapons laid useless and broken… Kanan felt his sorrow engulf his heart. Hera slowly walked behind him, gently holding his hand. "Sabine, check the bay area. Zeb, the storage room. See if ANYTHING survived the silencing…" They nodded before leaving the couple alone.


As soon as they were alone, Hera quickly pulled Kanan into her arms, her hands caressing his hair. Kanan slowly opened his hair, letting it flow free on his shoulders, his tears falling down his cheeks. Hera let her fingers caress through his hair. Her whisper was soft and caring. "Calm down, love. It's over. You can't do anything for them... Let them go... They're one with the force…" Kanan sighed and cried out. "Hera, I failed them… I failed them all…" Hera squeezed him in her arms, kissing his tears. "You couldn't save them. Nobody could…" Kanan thought about his master, he thought about how he hid. How he buried it all behind. It was his biggest pain. His biggest fear. He looked over to Hera before sighing and saying as quiet as he can. "I don't know Hera… I just don't know…" "No more… Never again…"


Zeb was walking around in the storage area. He had found a couple of pieces that would come in handy. After a few more minutes of looting, Zeb's breath got hitched in his throat. He saw a crate labeled Imperial confidential. The crate's lid was slowly lifted by the Lasat but was dropped immediately… He couldn't believe his eyes. Fear glistened in his pupils and his hands were shaking. Sitting in the crate, as clean as the day they were produced in an Imperial facility, were rows and rows of disruptors. Zeb shook his head and quickly looked around in his shoulder bag, grabbing some explosives and placing them in the crate. "No more… Never again…"


Meanwhile, Sabine was scouting the bay area. She was looking for new electrical parts for the Ghost. She had already grabbed new frontal glass covers, now she just had to find a shield generator and an engine. The crash landing had ruined Ghost's ability to fly. She grabbed an extra turret generator but then her eyes were locked on a semi-active datapad. The display was fluttering. Sabine narrowed her eyes and took a closer look. A gasp escaped her mouth as she recognized the article being displayed. "Project Duchess has proved to be a huge success." Sabine felt a single tear fall down her cheek, shame filling her heart and mind. She smashed the datapad before kicking it away. "No more… Never again…"


After about an hour, the entire crew gathered back in the main hall. All the members had a broken and defeated look on their faces. Sorrow was flowing in the air. Heads hung low and Spectres joined each other once more. Kanan slowly got up and Hera looked at the crew. "Okay, did you collect everything we needed?" Zeb and Sabine both nodded before they started moving back to their ship. Zeb growled before blowing up the disruptors. Everyone looked at him and he explained the event that just happened.


On that day, all Spectres remembered their reasons to fight. It was a day they never forgot. The Ghost crew walked towards their ship. Their home was still where they left it. On their way, Sabine disappeared for a few minutes before joining back up with them. "Where did you go, kid?" Zeb asked with curiosity. Sabine only allowed a smirk to form on her face and replied. "Don't worry about it big guy. Let's just leave this horrid place already."


Somewhere between the ruins and the broken crystals, somewhere among the rubble and shattered glass, laid a single wall. The wall was half destroyed, it had burn marks on it. Blaster marks. Even a few dusty handprints but what was now painted on it, made it unique and beautiful. There was a Phoenix emblem sprayed on it, it had purple, green, blue and orange on it. The words that grabbed the attention were written in Mandalorian. "Naye More… Draar Tug'ye…" "No more… Never Again…"


Chapter End Notes
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A NEW LIFE AWAITS


The Ghost was returning from a successful raid on the planet Toydaria. Nothing exceptional happened. It was your simple, typical rebellious supply run. The only thing of notice that happened was Zeb being mistaken for a mutant wookie by one of the Imperials. Sabine couldn't even hold back her laughter. The poor buckethead got what was coming to him too, Zeb broke his neck. Ever since the supply run, Sabine had been calling him the purple wookie and Zeb was NOT happy about it.


It had been a few days since they left Toydaria. Sabine had suggested Lothal for their next planet of choice. They needed to resupply and their acquaintance, Vizago, would be the perfect guy to help them with this exact situation. As they came out of hyperspace, Sabine slowly woke up. There was a smirk on her face.


She had seen the little white Loth-cat again. She had a good feeling about Lothal. Lothal was the planet that gave her hope on the day that she was at her lowest. She ran her fingers through her hair and got up. After dressing up quickly and walking out of her room, she witnessed Lothal in their front view. She could hear Zeb's snores echoing in his room. This caused her to chuckle and shake her head. The last few weeks had been pretty good. She loved the fighting and she enjoyed the comradery and the bond that was made between this crew. These people had taken her in like a new member of their family.


Chopper was charging. Kanan and Hera were in the cockpit. Although they were holding each other's hands, the sound of Sabine's room opening caused them to separate. Before Sabine walked into the cockpit, she noticed them exchanging longing looks filled with care and kindness. This only brought another smile to Sabine's lips. Zeb stumbled out of his room, yawning and walking toward the refresher.


"So, what are we gonna do?" Sabine asked. "Well, our intel says there's a new shipment of fuel cells, brand new magnetic shields and a lot of rations coming to Lothal today. We had a little conversation with him and he said that we can keep everything except the magnetic shields." Hera informed Sabine with a soft and gentle smile on her face. Sabine was excited cause she knew where there are a lot of resources, there will be a lot of bucketheads to deal with. "Finally, some real action. I miss ruining some bucketheads' days!" Sabine enthusiastically replied.


Kanan chuckled and shook his head. Their Mandalorian girl was always ready to give one to the Empire. Even though they knew nothing about her, they knew she was trustworthy. The whole crew had gotten closer with each and every single mission. The Ghost slowly masked its' signatures and entered the Lothalian atmosphere. After they landed on their usual spot, the exit door opened, slowly revealing the crew.


Zeb was wearing his usual armor with the addition of new shoulder pads that Hera bought him, Kanan was sporting his usual look as well, with the addition of his blaster being hidden behind a scarf-like material around his waist. Sabine was covering her armor with a cloak of her own, her helmet secretly laying in her satchel. Chopper came out bopping and beeping happily "Finally, rolling these old wheels on the ground feels good." Kanan smirked and looked back at Hera. "Do you want anything else?" Hera leaned against the exit with a smile on her face. "Just don't get into any trouble prematurely. Remember, the supply raid is tonight. So stay safe."


Zeb and Sabine started moving towards their nearest transport which was a trio of speeders, laid out by their intel. Kanan gave Hera a smirk and a wink before turning around to join the others. "Chopper, you stay around here. Gather intel, enjoy the sights, whatever you wanna do. Just keep Hera safe." Chopper gave his version of a nod as a response.


They rode into the city. Zeb was responsible for their rations. Kanan would get in contact with his informant to get the details needed for their night operation. Sabine on the other hand, needed some air and some colors to paint the rest of her room. Not to mention create more miracles. So each went their own way and agreed to keep the comm on so they would return on time for their mission.


Zeb's Entanglement


Zeb had been looking everywhere but no matter how hard he looked, he didn't have any luck finding food. Not only did he fail to retrieve their rations, he was pretty sure that he was lost… The Lasat looked around the alleyway that he was stuck in and scratched the back of his head. "I'll get into trouble for this one." Zeb thought to himself before his attention was brought to the comm. "Zeb, where are you?" It was Kanan. Was it time to return already?! Zeb decided to lie. "I'm at the rendezvous, where are you?" "You're not at the rendezvous point because I'm at the rendezvous point." It would seem that he was caught red handed so he decided to come out clean. "Ummmm… Where's the rendezvous point again?"


"In the alley… By the market place…" Kanan said. A pair of stormtroopers had stopped by a Ugnaught fruit seller who was trying to reason with them. His droid was being defensive. The sight brought a smirk to Zeb's face. Any chance he could get to ruin an Imperial's power trip, he would take it. The Lasat decided to lie. "Well, I'm in an alley…" "I guess clearly not the right alley." "Yeahhh, well, there's a lot of allies in this town." He cracked his neck and got ready for some real action.


The stormtroopers were causing a lot of trouble for the poor fruit seller, kicking down his droid and causing him to bring out all his remaining credit. It was all he had made in the last week. "*Please, I'm begging you… Here, have my credits…*" The buckethead looked at the credits with a smug look on his face. "What?! Is that a bribe?!" He asked his partner who responded with. "Now you're under arrest!" Before the two Imperials could take action, their heads were smashed against one another and they dropped down dead. Zeb looked down at them with a proud smirk on his face. "So you're gonna make the rendezvous or not?" Kanan's voice came from the comm again.


Before Zeb could answer, the worst possible scenario happened. He was caught red-handed. "Hey, you! Stop!" Another pair of stormtroopers had appeared at the alley's exit. Zeb replied with. "It's possible I may be a little late." As he started running, Kanan responded with a semi-annoyed tone. "You're already late!" Zeb was too focused on his escape to realize the outpost that he had just ran into.


"Zeb, what's going on?" Kanan asked and his voice attracted the attention of a TIE-pilot inspecting his fighter. "What's going on?! This is a restricted area!" Zeb had no choice left but to confess. "Right, so I'm definitely going to be late." Was his response to Kanan which caused Kanan to reply with. "LATE-ER! LATE-ER!" One punch from the giant Lasat and the TIE pilot flew across the compound, crashing against a couple of crates. His helmet flying off his head. Zeb was all out of luck cause the storm of blaster fire had begun. He climbed the TIE-fighter and awaited the arrival of the stormtroopers. That was when he dropped down on one of them, breaking his neck.


The two troopers standing at the fallen one's sides were soon taken care off. Zeb made the left one shoot his own foot as he swung them at each other. As Zeb activated his Bo-Rifle, Kanan finally asked. "Wait! Are you fighting stormtroopers?!" Zeb answered as nonchalantly as possible. "What makes you say that?" "I heard blaster fire." Kanan replied as Zeb took down two more troopers. A hit from the electric end of his Bo-Rifle and a stiff arm shot to the head of the other. "And screaming." Another electrocuted trooper fell while yet another one was swept off his feet and fell to the ground before being hit with some Bo-Rifle electricity.


"Maybe more screaming." Zeb said with a genuine smile on his face. "Well, that's great. You get lost in the middle of a mission and decide to start your own battle. Book end!" Troopers were flying left and right as Kanan tried to make his complaints heard. "Didn't decide…" Zeb felt a buckethead jumping on his back. As he crushed the trooper against the TIE-Fighter's wing, he continued. "It just happened." He said as he slammed the trooper on his back, throwing him into another trooper afterwards.


"LS607, requesting reinforcement! Repeat! LS607 NEEDS REINFORCEMENT!" The TIE-Pilot was trying to communicate with his forces while pointing a blaster at Zeb. "How many intruders are there?" A voice asked through the comm. The pilot felt quite embarrassed and scared, replying with a yell. "HOW MANY???" Zeb looked around mockingly before smugly replying. "One." The pilot yelled once more with urgency in his voice. "COMMANDER JUST GET OVER HERE!!!" "Copy that." Was all the response he received. The Imperial ace pilot, Baron Valen Rudor was terrified so he started shooting, missing all his shots as the Lasat climbed the TIE-Fighter once more.


As he approached the TIE, he was grabbed by his shoulders, thrown in the air and slammed to the ground. That was when the reinforcement arrived. "Ugh, Zeb, are you embarrassing Imperials again?" Zeb replied with a smirk. "Honestly Kanan, it's hard not to." The troopers were creating a wall of blaster fire, some shots causing the fuel cell of the TIE to be compromised and start leaking.


"Well, that's not good." Zeb exclaimed as he leaned against the back of the ship. "What's not good? What's not good???" Kanan asked. He could swear this was how every mission ended. More shots were fired, one of them finally hitting the fuel fluid and causing the TIE to blow up. The troopers were thrown around the place. Their armors shattered, most of them dead on the ground. The Ugnaught fruit seller had made his way into the now destroyed outpost, looking around and feeling relieved yet scared of the chaos that had ensued. He felt a bit sad… The Lasat had saved him and he wanted the unknown kind man to survive but it would seem like… As he was about to lose all hope, the intimidating figure of Zeb emerged from the smoke. A look of pride on his face and a look of joy on the face of the Ugnaught.


"Zeb, I see smoke… Was that…" Kanan was speechless. The Ugnaught tried to offer his credits but Zeb refused with a smile. Everyone needed every single credit these days. Instead, he took a single fruit from his basket. "WAS THAT A TIE FIGHTER EXPLODING???" Kanan was shocked but he couldn't put anything past Zeb. Zeb tried to respond calmly in return. "No…" He couldn't continue without coughing up some smoke.


He had to confess once more. "Okay… Yes." He said as he took a bite out of the fruit. "Nice." Kanan was impressed. Every time they had the opportunity to deal big damage to the Empire, they took it. "I thought so." Zeb said with pride before realizing the squad of stormtroopers approaching him. Kanan realized that he had to help Zeb out so he announced. "Okay, stay put. I'll follow the smoke and pick you up." Zeb prepped his Bo-Rifle and exclaimed. "I'll be here!" The first two troopers that approached him got a face full of electricity while being lifted up and thrown to the side. The one who was taking cover and shooting received a blaster fire to the face. The last trooper anxiously looked around before realizing that he was now face to face with the warrior Lasat.


"This is the part where your lights go out." Zeb said with a chuckle before grabbing the trooper with his foot and slamming his head to the ground. "I really do love embarrassing these bucketheads." A minute or two later, Kanan was there with Sabine at his side. They looked at Zeb and Sabine said. "Really? You had one job, big guy…" Zeb shrugged and replied. "I got lost, okay?" Kanan shook his head and said. "Fine, we'll get the rations now." Zeb could only give an embarrassed nod.


Sabine's Benevolence


Sabine was walking aimlessly. It was nice to have some air in her hair from time to time. She appreciated the breeze but didn't like the relentless heat. The Mandalorian girl was looking for a shop to buy some hand-made paint. The paint would create a mix of colors that would look absolutely astonishing in an explosion. As she explored the stores and shops, she accidentally walked into a familiar location where she had previously bought water from on her last visit. It was her first interaction with a native Lothalian. A look from the store owner who was coughing hard and the old man raised an eyebrow. "Can I help you, kid?" He sounded tired and sick.


She took a deep breath and sighed. "I was actually wondering how can I help you…" The old man was surprised by her respond. "Listen, child, what I need… You cannot provide… Hell, even I can't provide it… Ever since the Empire limited medicine access, I've been slowly getting sicker and sicker. I've come to peace with it." The old man sounded defeated, tired, broken.


Sabine remembered how he longed for his wife… Poor man had lost his wife to the Empire. "Thanks for caring enough to at least offer your help, kid. I hope you'll find more luck than big ol' me… It's too late for me… Not since the Anti-tox's price went up higher than Loth-bats." Sabine felt something grasp at her heart, the old man's words scarred her already torn heart. He tried to pick up a crate of Lothalian crisps but it fell out of his hands, dropping to the floor and causing the snacks to fall out. Sabine rushed to his side and straightened the crate while putting as many snacks inside as she could, lifting the box up and looking at the old man.


"Where do you want this?" She asked politely. The old man looked at Sabine with wide eyes. "You're a good kid… If you can, put it next to the rest of the crisps, in the back." As Sabine carried the crate to the back, she realized the old man had set up a few crates in the form of a most uncomfortable bed. "Thanks, kid… I'm Tinor… Tinor Auten… You don't need to tell me your name, kid. I saw your blaster. It's better if I don't know who you are. All I need to know is that you were kind enough to help this old broken man, thank you. Just stay safe kid… We've lost enough good people…" His voice barely left his mouth when he got to the last part.


Sabine could feel herself get choked up, the only thing that happened was a mutual nod. She was just about to leave but the collection of colors in the corner grabbed her attention. "Are those for sale too?" He nodded with a faint smile. "I used to sell them to local artists but… As I said… We've lost a lot of people… I make them myself actually. They're really high quality if I do say so myself." He said with a slight proud tone showing itself in his voice


"Can I test them?" Sabine asked with honesty shinning in her voice. "Really?! Sure! Absolutely!" Sabine grabbed one of the cartridges, opening it up and looking at it, putting her finger inside and running it across a broken piece of metal. She inspected the quality and smeared it a little. The high quality brought a smile to her face.


"This is great! Absolutely amazing! And you made this yourself?! You know, I wouldn't mind having a good paint source. It's hard to get good paint these days…" Sabine made her request with a soft smile on her face. The old man looked at her with wide eyes and shock on his face. "Are you being serious?!" Sabine nodded and the old man seemed to gain some energy from her response. "Of course I can do it! You can count on it!"


Sabine grabbed a few cartridges before paying off the kind man. As the Mandalorian walked out of the shop, she thought about the old man's medicinal need. He might not be able to get medicines but she had enough time to steal some from the stupid bucketheads. She loved ruining their operations and plus, this guy needed a win. She jumped on her speeder bike, speeding through the highway while sharing half of her attention with the map of outposts on her wrist display. She noticed a small Imperial medical storage facility on her map. After a moment of reasoning inside her head, she decided it is possible to steal a few boxes of anti-tox.


Elsewhere at the Imperial Medical Storage Facility


"You know, I don't know about you, man… I think what we're doing is kinda wrong. I mean… For kriff's sake, we're literally robbing people of necessary medicine!!!" The trooper exclaimed while looking at his partner. "The Empire needs these medicine more than the civilian people of a backwater planet!" The Imperial officer said with pride in his voice. "Kriff that! They're people too. I joined the Empire because I thought they were doing the right thing! This can't be further down the wrong path!" As the trooper objected, Sabine's voice came from behind them.


"I suggest you leave this place and find yourself a new life. This is your one and only chance, trooper." She was being dead serious, her tone emotionless and cautious. The trooper thought for a second before nodding. His helmet fell to the ground and his footsteps went further and further away. "He was human enough to realize this is the wrong path but I know your kind. You ride with the Empire till the end." The Imperial officer smirked and looked over his shoulder. "There will be no end to this Empire." His voice was cold and fierce. Sabine hated his kind, she pointed her blaster at his head. "It'll end but you won't be alive when it does." She fired her shot. The life-less body dropping to the ground.


The Mandalorian was now scanning the place for Imperial grade Anti-tox. She had searched the crates on the yard but had no luck finding any. She had entered the medical storage compound. Stealth and corners were her only friends now. A few Imperial medical personnel were passing by and she had to enter a closet as fast as she could. As she looked around, realization hit her. This was a closet full of anti-tox! Well, looks like Lothal was her lucky planet.


She used one of her knives to open up a crate. The sight that she saw was appalling… There were at least 500 boxes of anti-tox there and they were limiting this?! She couldn't help but let the flame burn in her eyes. She hated the Empire more and more every day. Sabine grabbed 20 boxes, putting them all in her shoulder bag before running out of the facility.


Tinor was sitting in his shop, holding a semi-functional holopad of him and his wife in hand. She was beautiful. A young Devaronian woman. She was holding Tinor's hands and seemed to be pregnant. Tinor was much younger, his beard as black as ink. Tears were glistening in his eyes and a bitter smile had formed on his face as the memories of a past long forgotten flooded his mind. "My sweet Liliana… Today, I met a little girl. I think she was a rebel… She's the same age as our little Lothalian lotus… Had she been born… She was so colorful and full of life… Remember how we painted together, my sweet Lily? It would seem this little trouble maker likes painting too… I was thinking of giving up making paint before she came into my shop today… Funny how life always surprises you… For better…" His voice was shaking. "Or for worse… Liliana… I'm sorry, my dear love… Forgive me… I couldn't save you or our daughter…"


A knock on the door brought Tinor back to his senses as he quickly wiped away his tears and looked up. Seeing the same colorful Mandalorian girl as earlier. "What brings you back here, kid?" Sabine opened her bag and grabbed 3 boxes, showing them to the sick old man as she put them on the counter. "It's never too late…" The old man looked at the boxes with shock shining in his stare. "Y-You… How…" He was speechless.


"Just sit down, I'll give you the shot." Sabine said in a soft tone. Tinor walked to his chair, slowly dropping on it as Sabine came to his side. She pulled out an anti-tox gun from her shoulder bag before lifting the old man's sleeve and giving him a shot. "T-Thank you…" Was all he could manage to say. As she was about to get up, a voice came from her comm. "Spectre 5, come in. Meet me back at the rendezvous. I met up with my informant and we need to plan our next move." Sabine answered. "Alright, I'll get myself there as quick as I can." The exchange ended and Sabine turned to Tinor. "Goodbye. Take care of yourself. I'll need you alive. As I said before good paint is hard to come by." She said with a soft chuckle before leaving for the crew's meeting location.


Kanan was pacing along the alley by the marketplace when Sabine arrived. She stood next to him and looked up at his face before asking. "Where's the big guy?" Kanan sighed and shook his head before complaining. "He's lost… AND he hasn't done his assignment. We'll have to go get him and buy the rations on the way back." Sabine smirked and shook her head before hearing an explosion and seeing the smoke rise far away.


The explosion brought a smile to Sabine's face as she looked on. It was time to pick up their troublesome friend.


Chapter End Notes


A BIG chapter to compensate for my absence. I'm sorry for the late turn up. I'm super happy to be back! The story is gonna pick up and we're gonna see a certain Loth-Cat show up. I have plans for that character cause he's my second favorite STAR WARS character of all time. Hope you'll enjoy the origin story I have in mind. Sorry once more for the delay. LOTS and LOTS of love from me to all of you.
MAY THE FORCE BE WITH US ALL


ART ATTACK
Chapter Notes


Weeeeell, here we are! The final part of the original Ghost Crew's origin story. Hope you've enjoyed it and I sincerely wish the best for you all. I am absolutely excited for the upcoming chapters. We're gonna take a deeper look at a certain Loth-cat's life before the crew. I'm sure we all are curious to know how he had become so pessimistic.
Disclaimer: I don't own STAR WARS but… Well, Honestly… I don't think there is a but… Carry on…


See the end of the chapter for more notes
CHAPTER 12: ART ATTACK


It was nighttime and the entire crew were gathered around the entrance of Ghost. They were reviewing their plans for the latest supply run. There were some differences this time. The crew were to steal the supplies, take everything excluding the shield generators for themselves and then deliver the generators to Vizago. Sabine didn't like the horned smuggler. He didn't seem like the kind of person who cared about anything but himself. Zeb wasn't any different, he had his own issues with the man. Kanan and Hera on the other hand knew that if they were to survive, they needed to deal with unsavory characters from time to time.


As the briefing came to an end, everyone started getting ready. Sabine had already geared up and decided to lay on the top side of the ship. Looking up at the beautiful, breathtaking Lothalian night. It was truly a sight to behold. Filled with stars and illuminated with the duo of Lothalite moons. The Mandalorian had changed her armor's color scheme. A mix of dark purple, bright orange shoulder pad on her left and a checkered shoulder pad on her right. She felt inspired to draw a painting. It had to wait though. What she heard next was Kanan's voice. "Okay everyone, it's time get going. Sabine, get down here. You're up first."


The Mandalorian girl jumped down before putting on her helmet and looking at Kanan, giving him a nod. "Okay, listen up good. We need a good distraction and since you've been busy with your miracles, I think you're the best person for this assignment." Sabine smirked before saying. "Now this'll be fun." Sabine left the group for his speeder. "Zeb, you, me and Hera will do our raid while she's distracting Imperials on her end. Then, I'll provide backup while you gather up our cargo. After we're done, we'll go to the rendezvous point and wait for Sabine… in the morning… We'll deliver the shield generators to Vizago." Zeb gave a short growl before Kanan replied. "I know you don't like him, I don't either… It's just what we have to do to survive…"


"NO! I'm sick of these so called protectors of Lothal ruining our lives! I'm a farmer! I've been a farmer since I was just a kid and these idiots have taken my farm! MY ACTUAL WAY OF LIVING HAS BEEN RUINED!!! I'VE HAD ENOUGH!!!" A young bearded farmer yelled while others looked on with a look of worry apparent on their faces. A woman present in the crowd said. "Don't do it! It's not safe!"


The only respond she received from the farmer was a shake of the head. Determined and yet doubtful, he stepped into the restricted Imperial area. Before he could act on any of his intentions, an Imperial officer hit him hard on the side of the head. The farmer had no chance to protest because what followed was a compilation of kicks to his knees, ribs and chest. The Imperial officer picked him up and kicked him out of the bounds of the outpost. "Move along!" The officer ordered. "This is a restricted area!" The look of fear on the poor farmer's face was visible to everyone. All he had time for was limp away as the officer returned to his previous post. Unaware of the watchful eyes of a certain Mandalorian spectating the situation.


Sabine jumped off of the roof she was standing on with the agility and gentleness of a Loth-cat. Landing without any noise and running towards the next cover. She contacted the Ghost after leaning against a short wall. "Spectre 5 to Ghost." Hera's voice was heard through the comm. "This is Ghost. We're in position and are awaiting your diversion." Sabine knew what she had to do so she replied with a. "Copy that. This is gonna be fun." There was nothing in this world that she loved more than blowing up Imperial assets.


After climbing up the wall and taking a look at the TIE-Fighter bay in front of her, she repeated what she had said to herself. "Very fun!" Four TIEs were situated in close proximity to each other. With bucketheads patrolling the area surrounding them. Climbing down the roof, Sabine ran from cover to cover, avoiding enemy detection. The colorful Mandalorian was as stealthy as a shadow. Peaking over the TIE-Fighter wing that was her new cover, she spotted a squad of troopers and started drawing her phoenix insignia on the wing. Using her explosive paint of course.


The faint sound of Sabine's spray gun caused the closest trooper to ask his partner. "Do you hear that?" His partner replied with. "I don't hear…" But before he could finish, the sound had gotten louder and more noticeable. "Wait, yeah. What is that?" The trooper followed as his partner tracked down the source of the noise. "This way!" The two ran towards the noise before noticing the Mandalorian painting on their TIE's wing. "What the kriff?" Sabine was almost finished with her insignia. "What do you think you're doing?" The trooper on the right asked. "What does it look like? Art." She replied nonchalantly, barely paying any attention to her enemies. "Boy is it fun to mess with these lazerbrains." She thought to herself.


This was NOT stated in their protocols, so the two troopers were very confused. "W-Well, stand down!" The trooper on the right said before his partner continued. Trying to show authority. "Or we shoot!" Sabine simply said. "Okay. Shoot." As if challenging their power. The two shiny Imperials looked at each other, one of them nodding before both looked back at the spot where the Mandalorian girl had been spotted, only to find empty air in her place.


Without any sound or noise, she had appeared next to another TIE, causing the troopers to be shocked, turn towards her and open fire. Luckily, Sabine was as fast as a Loth-cat too, running through obstacles and dodging the blaster fire. She decided to have a little fun. "You call that shooting?" She gave a most sarcastic remark. "I think you boys need a little more time on the practice range." The Mandalorian suggested while giving a two finger salute and seemingly disappearing into thin air once more.


"This is TK-626. There's an intruder on sight." As soon as the words left the trooper's lips, alarms were sounded and a response was given. "On our way!" The troopers started looking around. It was truly baffling how a Mandalorian, a very COLORFUL Mandalorian at that, managed to be so sneaky and stealthy. "Where did…" Before the buckethead could finish his question, a familiar sound interrupted him once more. It came from behind his partner and him. Sabine ran past a TIE while waving at them. She jumped over a couple of blaster bolts, causing the troopers to become truly frustrated. "You guys are too predictable." The voice came from behind them. The Mandalorian was now on top of a TIE-Fighter.


Using the wing as a swing and disappearing once more. Dodging more blaster fire. This Mandalorian girl was causing some serious trouble for the bucketheads. "Always by the book." Her quips were starting to annoy the Hel out of the troopers. "I read your book." It was true. Her time at the Imperial academy might have been hell but at least she had learned everything there was to learn about these idiots. Their shots were missing her again and again. "It's a short one." Sabine was really enjoying this little distraction of hers. It was always fun to mess around with an Imperial ego.


As the Stormtrooper officer arrived, he asked. "What do we got?" To which the patrolling troopers replied. "An intruder in Mando gear. Still at large." The first part was quite strange for the officer. Catching him off guard. "Split up. Capture her. I want her alive!" The orders were clear. Little did they know that their Mighty Mando intruder was watching them very closely.


Sabine found the entire interaction to be most amusing and yet, a bit hurtful… Every time her planet of origin caused a shock, she was reminded of the Mandalorian people's alliance with the Empire. She slowly sneaked back to her original spot to do some finishing touches. "Something's missing." The final spray was done. "There. Perfect." But she hadn't noticed the presence of a Stormtrooper behind her.


"Hands up!" The trooper demanded, fear secretly waving in his voice. "You rebel scum." That's all she needed to hear. This trooper was off limits. A sweep at the feet and the stupid buckethead fell flat on his back, firing shock blasts everywhere but not hitting any targets. "Too slow." Was her last joke at the expense of the inexperienced soldier.


The officer came towards the downed trooper before complaining. "The intruder was headed your way." "I had her…" He tried to explain but was cut off by another Imperial stormtrooper. "Isn't this where we started?" It was only then that they all became aware of the sticky explosive attached to the insignia. "Uh-oh…" Was his last words as the explosion was mere inches away from the trooper's face inspecting the bomb. The fire turning him to cinder.


As the TIE-Fighters exploded, Sabine did an athletic and most impressive jump over the walls of the premise. Doing a roll as she landed, to soften her impact. "That was some diversion, Sabine. You did the job so well; we can see the explosion from here." Hera's voice came through the comm as the Ghost left the area with their precious stolen Imperial cargo. Sabine took off her helmet to take a better look at the explosion. Revealing her new dye. A mix of dark blue and bright orange with yellow at the tips.


 She pushed her hair to the side and suggested. "Forget about the explosion. Look at the color." There was pride in her voice and rightfully so. The Mandalorian rebel warrior had a way of making the most devastating explosions look like artistic expression and this was no different. While two Imperials laid dead in the dust left behind by her explosion, the colors created by it were truly breathtaking. 3 remaining troopers were left. badly wounded and covered in blue paint.


Putting her helmet back on, Sabine decided it was time to leave. She waved and saluted at the people who were showing their gratitude towards her actions. One of whom was the farmer who had previously been kicked out of the very same outpost. The entire event was very exciting and the beautiful explosion was a sight to behold. At least that's what the young Lothalian boy, looking on from within the shadows thought. "Wow, she really did a number on those Imperials… And look at those colors." The mix of colors were another reason for his enjoyment of the explosion. Yellow? Orange? Blue? Those were all his favorite colors.


Sabine saw the boy and smiled at the sparkle in his eyes. He really seemed to enjoy her art as much as she did. The Lothalian looked at her for a second, realizing how colorful she was but before she could take a better look at him, he was gone. Disappearing in the shadows. She had a mixed feeling. Happy cause she gave him an artistic explosive sight to see and impressed by his ability to disappear into thin air just like her. The young boy was sitting in an alley, with his journal in hand. He was writing a new entry. The boy had taken a photo of the Mandalorian and the breathtaking explosion. He was writing on a brand new page of his journal. It read. "Down with the Empire" Under it there was a reference to the previous page about Imperial blasters, illustrated by him. "I'm not kidding, look at this tech. If I brought these to Ferpil, he'd… Well maybe not Ferpil anymore. But the point is, I could have found somebody to buy them. And I could've been rich."


The indigo haired boy slapped the photo onto the page before writing. "Cool Explosion" Followed by. "But instead I see a bunch of amateurs trying to muscle in on my score. A girl in armor blowing things up, a big ape, some guy giving orders… They would've brought the whole Empire down on our heads if I hadn't helped them out." It would seem he had seen almost everyone in the Ghost crew. As the journal closed, the title on it read. "REBEL JOURNAL" By EZRA BRIDGER.


Chapter End Notes
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The Loth-Cat's Origins Part 1


Year One


The sound of people walking by filled the area. Gravel and stones crushing and rolling under civilian and Imperial footwear. Inside a typical Lothalite house, on a semi-uncomfortable bed laid a young indigo haired boy. He wasn't any older than 8. Slowly rolling around in his sleep, struggling with nightmares. Nightmares had become a daily part of his life… Ever since his parents were taken, he had been living with a family-friend. Tseebo. He had come to trust the Rodian. The boy slowly opened his eyes and looked around. He slowly got out of bed, his neck and back hurting really bad.


"Hey, Tseebo? Tseebo? TSEEBO?" Ezra walked out of his room, calling out Tseebo's name but receiving no answers. The only sound he could hear was absolute utter silent. "Ts…Tseebo? Where are you?" The house that they were in was an abandoned living quarters that belonged to one of the Bridger's contacts. The contact was now locked up in an Imperial prison. Like most "Rebels".


Ezra looked around for a few more minutes before finding a data pad on the kitchen table. He picked it up, only to see the worst message he could possibly imagine. The words on the datapad showed the following message. "Goodbye, Ezra Bridger…" Ezra was shocked, absolutely speechless. Realization hit him harder than an AT-AT stepping on a Loth-Rat… He was alone… All alone. The datapad fell from his hands, dropping to the ground and breaking into pieces. It was an old model and had become very fragile. He looked down at the ground. What was he going to do now? Well, he could at least stay in this house. The sound of the door shaking and blowing wide open was what caused Ezra to run towards the closest window slamming himself against the wooden piles, breaking through and dropping to the other side.


Panting and looking around. Before he had the time to think or catch his breath, the sound of a stormtrooper came from his right. "Hey! Wait a second! This is a restricted area! Stay right there!" Ezra felt his heart racing and his breathing getting faster. That's when he decided to run as fast as he could. Don't look back and never ever return. The young child started running as fast as his feet allowed, the trooper and his squad ran after him. Their steps were fast and quick; Ezra ran through the marketplace. Sliding under a beam while the leading trooper got hit with it, dropping hard on his back. Ezra barely managed to turn a corner and hide behind a few crates. The remaining members of the squad ran past the alley where Ezra was hiding.


He fell to the ground. Panting. Trying to gather his thoughts and make sense of it all. "W-Why?" A quiet why was all that left his lips… He couldn't keep it together… His tears gathered in his eyes and fell down his cheeks. Why did Tseebo leave him there… All alone?... He tried to take a deep breath but his breath was hitched in his chest. All he could manage was a squeak of pain and sorrow. His thoughts were scattered.


A young 7 year old Lothalian boy, in the Imperial streets of the Capital City was not a good combination. Night slowly came around, the moons shinning across the land. The beauty was indescribable. Hard to keep your eyes off of them but there were a pair of eyes in Lothal that were too filled with tears to even look up.


Ezra's eyes were as red as Nabooan roses. He was still struggling with his emotions. "H-How could he do this?... Am I… Am I worthless?... D-Did I do something wrong?" The poor child's voice was shaking. He had nightmares of being left alone but never thought that they would become a reality. He just shook his head and looked down at the ground. It was quite late and he needed to sleep but how was he going to do that? Mind filled with all sorts of fears. His heart felt like it was being squeezed by a metal hand. Ezra grabbed his jacket and tightened it around himself. That night, the poor boy cried himself to sleep.


Year Two


The morning had come, with the sun shining on the body lying on the ground. covered in dirt. Ezra slowly opened an eye and looked at the sky. "Great, another day. The struggle continues." He stretched his back and squeezed his hands. His stomach growled loudly. So the boy jumped up and said to himself. "No time to waste. I need some food. It's been getting harder to get any since I don't have any credits. People are starting to see me as a beggar." He had been on the streets for the last year. Begging, looking for work, trying his best to stay alive.


The Capital City was filled with people who were barely holding onto their own jobs, let alone give employ to another person. Ezra had no chance… He didn't blame them either. After all that had happened… His look on life had changed a bit. When your everyday life is filled with disappointment, optimism is pretty hard to hold onto. The market was unbelievably packed with people trying to set up their stands with many of them being half-hearted. Almost soulless. Stands being crushed, goods being thrown away, shops being closed by the Imperials hardly gives you motivation for a hard day's work.


Ezra was pointlessly marching around the market, he had tried all the shops and merchants in the area and no one could even afford his help. That was when an Imperial officer who was mere inches away from where he was standing grabbed his attention. His pocket was filled to the brim with credits, shinning with a golden gleam.


"What if I steal from him? His kind are monsters… At least the high-ranking ones…" Ezra argued with himself while the officer looked at one of the merchants. His moral compass had been subjected to some changes as well. "This spot is NOT for sellers and merchants! Move your… What are these worthless fruits?!" The merchant was shocked by the officer's disrespectful words. "T-T-These are jogans... Local Lothalian fruit… B-Bit expensive since the arrival of the Empire…" The officer looked shocked and kicked the jogans' cart down before yelling. "YOU PATHETIC MUMBLING LOTHALITE RODENT!!! YOU MEAN TO OFFEND THE EMPIRE'S GRACE??? I NEED TWO TROOPERS FOR AN ARREST IMMEDIATELY!" The officer yelled into his comm, receiving confirmation before grabbing the Rodian's arm.


Ezra looked at the events unfolding and decided if anyone deserved being robbed, it was him. With a quick and soft caress of his hands, Ezra stole all the officer's credits. Disappearing behind a corner with a proud smirk on his face.


The boy was faster than a Loth-wolf and more agile than a Loth-cat. The officer froze for a second, noticing the change of weight in his pockets. He looked around in his pockets but realized that he had lost all of his credit. "Wait a second! Who the kriff stole my credits?... Oh you and your useless pathetic backwater planet!!! Kark you AND your jogans! You get to keep your miserable state of living but don't ever EVER let me see you here again… I need a squad to scan sector 6! There's a thief!" He yelled at the comm once more and the answer he received was. "Right on it, sir!"


The merchant sat down on the ground, grabbing his head and shaking. What brought his head up from within his own grasp was the sound of some credits falling at his feet. The Rodian looked up to see Ezra with three jogans in his hands and a smile on his face. "W-Wait, did you… Oh you sweet little boy! You're amazin… Wait, what are you doing?" Ezra sighed and shook his head.


"Listen, you need credits and I need food to stay alive… Come on, man… I've got to live too…" The merchant thought a little before sighing and nodding. "Fine, kid… Take 2 more for your troubles… If you have any chance, give the Empire another good one. Also, if you can freeze those, you can keep them for later. Maybe make jogan soup." Ezra nodded quickly before turning around, putting the jogans in a bag and turning a corner. "T-That was my first steal… And it was from a dirty old Imperial who deserved it. A-Actually felt pretty good." Ezra said to himself before taking a bite out of his fruit.


Year Three


It was another day of stealing and giving back to people. His living conditions were horrid. He slept on the ground. Honestly, he missed the old uncomfortable bed. But it was better not to linger on the past. Over the last year, he had made a friend. He was called Deng Beruss. A new friend was hard to come by these days and Ezra was really happy to finally have one. As the young Lothalian child was strolling the streets, he felt as if he was being watched. Looking around proved to be useless because he couldn't detect the source of this suspicions. After a few moments, Ezra decided to ignore it and go about his day. An Imperial officer was at Deng's, talking to him. This scene caused a smirk to form on Ezra's face. Another easy steal.


He slowly and stealthily walked towards the Imperial officer, ready to do another small score. "Deng Beruss, our research team has informed us that you've been in contact with this child! We don't know his name yet." He showed Deng a holo-projection of Ezra. Deng looked a bit scared so he responded with. "W-What if I have?... It's not like he's done anything wrong, has he?" Deng hoped the Empire was not aware of Ezra's offenses. That was when the officer slammed his fist on Deng's stand. "THIS SO CALLED CHILD IS RESPONSIBLE FOR 300 COUNTS OF THEFT FROM IMPERIAL PERSONNEL!" The officer slowly put his fist under his chin with a smirk, raising an eyebrow and continuing. "Now, you have two choices… You either cooperate and tell us the information we need OR you can be arrested and trialed for withholding information, providing cover for an Imperial target and treason!"


Deng's fear raised to new heights as he looked around and swallowed hard. "U-Um… B-B-But… T-That's not right… I-I haven't done any of those…" The officer came closer, his face only inches away from Deng's. A sickening smirk forming on his lips. "Yes but the Imperial court doesn't need to know that. We have orders to get rid of traitors as we see fit! And I see fit to have them executed." The fear in Deng's eyes was harrowing and all he managed to do was yell. "HE'S RIGHT THERE! BEHIND YOU!!! HE'S GOING TO STEAL FROM YOU!!!"


Ezra's eyes went wide and he froze for a second. The Imperial officer turned around, looking at him with a diabolical look on his face. "Kid, it looks like your luck just ran out." All Ezra could do was shake his head and start running again. This was unbelievable. Deng betrayed him too?! First Tseebo, now him?! Ezra was running through the crowd as the officer shoved people aside, running to capture the poor orphan.


Ezra jumped over a cart of Nerf's meat and the officer followed his actions. He was pretty quick for an Imperial. Ezra needed to use his knowledge of the area to outwit him. Or maybe, perhaps, he just needed to use his size and small stature as an advantage. Deciding that a combination of two was the best decision, he scaled the side of an abandoned building, using its' vents to get inside and hide. He crawled through the ventilation system, dropping into the house. Growling and turning his fingers into a fist before punching the ground and shaking his head. "He sold me out too! Why does everyone keep doing that??? They're all the sa… No… Dammit!" He turned over a table that was in the middle of the room, kicking it and sitting on a crate, sighing.


It was true, somedays went well… But in the life of an orphan on the streets of Lothal's Capital City, happiness and joy were considered luxury. Day by day, month by month, year by year… It was getting harder and harder to live. The iron fist of the Empire closed around planets tighter than ever. As time went by, people lost hope… All Ezra knew was one thing… Next time he wanted to trust someone; he'd think twice…


Year Four


The stormtroopers were marching in the street, their pride being heard through the echo of their footsteps. Officers were leading them across the wide streets of the Capital City. The young Lothalian kid looked down at the street from rooftops. Rage and misery eating him from inside. His hair had grown out a bit but he looked dirty. "I guess that's what sleeping on the streets for 4 years does to you…" Ezra thought to himself. But Nobody knew the reason for his depressed demeanor except the young Loth-cat himself. It was Empire Day and some people were hiding while the others were Imperial supporters, on their ways to go to the great march. The only thing that formed the faintest smile on Ezra's face was that today, he knew exactly who to steal from.


Stepping and sliding through the crowds that were cheering for the Imps. Ezra was as smooth as Nabooan silk, snatching credits and pouches left, right and center. He felt like he was being watched which had become a strangely frequent sensation for the last couple of months. Almost a year now. He looked around but the people walking in line in front of his sight, prevented him from recognizing any spectators.


He slowly exited the crowd and decided to go into an alley. Ever since Deng, Ezra hadn't trusted a single soul and he wasn't going to trust again anytime soon. He'd have to be a fool to let another person try and ruin his life. As the Lothalite stepped into the alley, he ran into a squishy figure which made him fall. What greeted his vision when he looked up was a gigantic Ruurian with his mandibles clacking. "Hiya there, son. You alright? I hope my smile doesn't scare ya. I didn't hurt ya, did I?" Ezra narrowed his eyes and slowly sat up, responding. "Y-Yeah, I'm fine… W-Who are you?" A couple of kids, the same age as Ezra, appeared from behind the Ruurian with smiles on their faces.


"He's the closest thing we have to a savior around here, kid." One of the young boys said. A raised eyebrow was Ezra's respond to the group. "My name is Slyyth, boy. I take care of poor lovely little street urchins. Help them out, bring them under my wings… Well, I support them. Life in Lothal isn't easy, kid. I'm sure you already know that." The Ruurian introduced himself while Ezra slowly nodded. "I-I've... I've taken care of myself up until now…" Slyyth slowly nodded before clacking his mandibles again and continuing his statement. "Oh, I know… And that is to be praised. But, from what I see, you're in dire need of…"


A quiet and deafening silent filled the air before he continued. "A family. We're all a big caring kind family, my boy. There's nothing between us but support and love. Isn't that right, guys?" He looked over his shoulders, the kids slowly nodding with the previous boy replying. "We take care of each other, kid. Just like a big happy family. It's been a while since we've been able to help another kid. You though… You seem special. You look like the kind of boy who just needs a family to bloom and flourish."


Ezra looked down into his heart. He had been alone since his parents were… Well, he didn't know what had happened to his parents. He missed having a family. Missed sitting around with people who trusted and loved each other mutually. "W-Well, yeah." Ezra took a closer look at Slyyth. Three times as tall as Ezra, glowing red eyes, blue and purple fur covering his body. He looked like a holo-cartoon character. His antennae were feathery and a mix of purple and blue. He smelled like jogans and sewage. Weird combination.


"My name's Dodger by the way. Dodger Daivik. Listen kid, it's Empire Day. The whole galaxy was changed today. Let your life be the thing that changes today. Shake my hand if you wanna be a part of our family. We'll take proper good care of you." Dodger's hand extended out and a smile formed on his face. Ezra looked down at the hand, taking a deep breath. Trusting had been hard but… A family was all he had wanted for the last 4 years… He struggled with himself before slowly exhaling. Two hands were shaken on that day. Empire's Day. Could it be that Ezra had finally found a bunch of people who he could trust or… Was it all the continuation of his path down the highway to hell?


The sound of mandibles clacking together filled the alley as Slyyth said. "Kid, welcome to the family."


Chapter End Notes


And that's the first part in my Ezra Bridger's Origins' duology. I hope you enjoyed it. We're gonna take a closer look at what caused Ezra to be cynical by the start of STAR WARS REBELS. Our little Loth-Cat is going down a seriously worrying and scary rabbit hole. I've put in a whole lot of references to different things. I'd like to see if you can find them.
MAY THE FORCE BE WITH US ALL


THE LOTH-CAT'S ORIGINS PART 2
Chapter Notes


This episode is a special one for me. I've always been interested in creating a backstory for Ezra and this chapter, the one before and the one after are basically that. My attempt at an Ezra Bridger origin story. We're gonna go deeper down this rabbit hole. If I had to summarize this chapter, I would say "It was the worst of times, it was the best of times."


Disclaimer: I'M FINALLY ONE OF THE OWNERS OF STAR WARS… Nah, that's just wishful thinking.


See the end of the chapter for more notes
 


THE LOTH-CAT'S ORIGINS PART 2


Year Five


The sound of metal pipes clanking and rattling filled the giant underground quarters. Orphans were asleep everywhere. Though it wasn't cluttered, some of them laid on pieces of metal stretched across hanging platforms. The moonlight shined through slits and holes on the so called ceiling. The "ceiling" was clearly made out of oxidized metal pieces, wood and other trash. The only sound besides the children snoring, metal clanking and rattling and rain dripping on the ground was the sound of a slug like creature slithering around. Slyyth looked at the children, quietly clacking his mandibles together. Last night, they had experienced a very hard day's work. Stealing Imperial equipment for their "Guardian". Ezra had fallen asleep in Dodger's arms. He was much older than young Bridger and had become sort of an older brother to the little orphan.


It was Empire Day once more and Ezra was celebrating his 12th birthday. The little boy was snuggled up to his older brother and Dodger was awake, looking down at him with a smile on his face. He had decided to take care of the younger boy. Ezra slowly moved in his sleep, nightmares plagued his every resting moment.


The dream had Ezra running from a giant shadow with many hands, red eyes were all he could see. Dodger was running next to him, both of them panting and shaking with fear. Dodger grabbed Ezra and threw him further, which caused Dodger to be swallowed by the shadow in turn. The last noise Ezra heard was the soul-screeching scream of Dodger before his death. That caused Ezra to jump awake, looking around in a panic, panting with his eyes as wide as possible.


Dodger held Ezra's shoulders to keep him in place, with worry and stress in his eyes. "W-What's wrong? It's just a dream, kid. Calm down. Calm down, Ezra." Ezra looked at Dodger before quickly hugging him. Dodger just hugged back and patted him on the head. "It's okay, kid. You're alright. I got your back." Ezra took a deep breath before pulling away and looking up at Dodger before whispering. "Dodger, I don't know… This one seemed very real… I don't know…"


The older boy shook his head with a kind smile before whispering to his brother figure. "Listen, kid. Dreams are dreams, there ain't real. You don't need to worry your little head about it. It don't mean nothing…" He slowly patted Ezra on the back before standing up and helping young Bridger up alongside with him. Slyyth slithered towards with his mandibles clacking and his claws rubbing together. "Well, hiya there, boys. Glad you're up and at it. We have a real special day ahead of us, my dears. This might be the last score we'll ever need. Just one last steal and it's gonna be over."


Dodger's eyes went wide. "Wait, you mean today's the BIG ONE???" Slyyth slowly nodded before leaving the main chamber. Ezra was a bit confused and he decided to solve his predicament. "Dodge, what's the big one?" Dodge jumped up and put his arm around Ezra's shoulder, yelling with joy. "IT'S OUR CHANCE AT THE BEST LIFE YOU CAN IMAGINE, KID!!! IT'S OUR BIG UTOPIA!"


Ezra's heart was beating so fast and happy that it felt like fireworks were happening inside him. Dodger and him started jumping up and down as Slyyth started clacking his mandibles. Other children started waking up and listening to their conversation. "UP EVERYONE, UP, UP! THE TIME HAS COME! THE BIG ONE'S HERE! FINALLY FINALLYYYYYY! WE'RE GONNA GET OUR DREAM LIVES!"


Night had arrived and Slyyth's orphans were running in the Capital City's shadows, Slyyth himself not far behind. He slithered after them, guiding them towards a VERY heavily guarded Imperial facility. Slyyth would never tell them but the big score wasn't for them. The truth was it was for him. He needed a special medicine to keep himself from evolving. If he was going to change into his higher form, he wouldn't be able to steal stuff. if he was to turn into a winged worm, flying around with colorful wings, stealing and theft was out of question. Ezra and Dodger stealthily entered from the side entrance, hiding behind crates and TIE-Fighters. "Kid, we're lucky! Slyyth's gonna come with us!"


Slyyth was standing behind the wall of the entrance, looking at the two kids with a smirk on his face. Ezra slowly walked towards the crate being carried by two Imperial officers. The medicine in question was so rare and expensive that the Empire hid it in either backwater planets or core planets that were under full Imperial control. The two officers left the crate to bring more forces, protecting this cargo was one of their highest priorities. Ezra quickly ran to the crate, suddenly tripping and falling, grabbing the crate and causing its' lid to pop open. He looked inside to find the medicine. "W-What are these?" Looking at the label revealed some new information. A label which read as follows.


"This medicine is used for slowing body performance. Necessary for the most fatal galactic sicknesses that require regular body performance to spread. Side effects may include; Delay in Ruurian evolution..." That was all he could read before the Imperial officers returned with a squad of troopers.


"HEY! THAT'S IMPERIAL PROPERTY!!! MEN, FIRE!!!" Before Ezra could reply, a wall of blaster fire blocked his view. Dodger pulled on the younger kid's hand, running away. Slyyth was nowhere to be found. Ezra and Dodger looked around, scared beyond belief. They started running, blaster bolts missing them by mere inches. "MEN, ORDERS ARE TO ELIMINATE ANY INTRUDERS!!! SHOOT AT WILL!"


Hearing those orders made Ezra's heart beat faster and faster. Dodger looked back and saw the Imperials gaining on them. He knew what he had to do. Pulling on Ezra's arm, they went into a dark alley with a tall wall at the end. Dodger grabbed Ezra by the shoulders. "Listen to me Ezra, take care of yourself. Stay tough! Don't EVER give up! I believe in you!" "Why… Why are you saying these?..." Before Ezra could receive any response, Dodger shoved him down a hole leading to an underground river, covering the hole before pretending to help a kid escape over the wall. Ezra came up from under the river, taking deep breaths. He was lucky because Dodger had taught him to swim over the last year.


Before Ezra had time to react to anything, the sound of hundreds and thousands of blaster bolts making holes in Dodger's lifeless body, filled the alley. The last sound Ezra heard was a combination of blaster fire and Dodger's blood curdling scream. The hair on Ezra's neck stood up as he felt something grasp at his heart. Before he had time to process his emotions, the sound of many other children getting gunned down echoed underground. The whole thing sent chills down his spine.


Slyyth was slithering around the chamber, counting the children with a disappointed look on his face. His claws were intertwined and his blood red eyes were narrowed. Ezra was hiding in the shadows, keeping his eyes on the gooey coward. That was when he suddenly saw Slyyth hitting an orphan with the back of his hand. Ezra looked on with shock as Slyyth yelled so loud that his voice echoed.


"YOU FOOLS!!! YOU PATHETIC LITTLE FOOLS!! I WOULD KILL YOU IF YOU WERE TOTALLY USELESS!!! THAT BRIDGER KID AND DODGER FAILED ME! LEFT THOSE IDIOTS TO DIE! If ANY of you fail me like they did, there will be no leaving you to die. I'll have a proper orphan soup for myself instead!" Ezra's mouth fell wide open and he shook his head, running away from the lair. As fast as he could. As life would have it, Ezra Bridger was alone once more. Scared, lonely, defenseless, homeless and filled with sorrow.


That night, young Bridger slept out in the cold, shivering as his eyes slowly closed. His jacket the only source of warmth for the poor orphan. He knew one thing for certain; After a betrayal like that, he would NEVER trust again. The poor boy was only 12 and he had experienced betrayal and pain beyond any and all imagination.


Year Six


It was just a single alleyway in the Capital City. It was just a simple alley, nobody really cared about the place, even the residents thought nothing of it. Due to the event that had unfolded last year, it was very special to a certain Lothalian orphan. Ezra slowly walked towards the alleyway's end. His heart and chest heavy with sorrow, a long and sad sigh leaving his mouth before he kneeled and gently placed his hand on the ground. "H-Hey, Dodge… How's it going? Everything's alright with me. Back to the old ways… Not much luck with finding a new place to live… I'm turning 14 in a few weeks… Crazy I got to live this long, huh?"


A single tear left Ezra's eye as he let a bitter smile form on his face. Slowly closing his eyes, reminiscing about all the days he had spent with Dodger. Dodge taught him how to swim, how to climb better, how to steal better. He had learned all he had from good ol' Dodge. Not to mention, he literally owed his life to the dead kind orphan.


Ezra had some insecurities that prevented him from ever leaving the city limits but it was that day when he decided. "Enough is enough. The city isn't bad but there might be a lot of things that I can scavenge if I go out of it." The rest of the day went by while young Ezra Bridger walked his way out of the city. Warm winds were blowing against his hair and the sun was slowly setting. He had grown out his hair over the last year. It looked real nice. At least that's what he thought. The young Lothalian boy was looking around the city outskirts when a LothalNet Comm Tower grabbed his attention. After making his way to the abandoned tower, Ezra was shocked to see that the door was operational.


Ezra knocked on the door. There was dust and sand all over it. He slowly ran his fingers across the door before a small shine grabbed his attention. Bridger looked down at the ground, only to find a small silver and red object. Kneeling, slowly brushing the sand aside, Ezra carefully picked it up and noticed that it's a Keycard. "I mean… Testing it wouldn't hurt…" He said to himself before sliding it against the Comm tower's entrance console.


What happened next brought the widest smile possible to Ezra's lips. "No way!" The door had opened half way and Ezra had to spread it open by hand before kicking the console on the other side and closing it again. "Well… The entrance is a little messy but hey, this looks awesome!" He couldn't finish his thoughts because the massive elevator that was in front of him made his mouth fall open. Small steps were made towards the elevator. As he entered the area, Ezra pressed the button that took him to the top floor.


The elevator made a LOT of noise as it ascended. Ezra's breath was kept in his chest, fear and excitement filled his heart as the elevator doors opened. The sight before him was new and unbelievable. "Woah… Look at THIS!" There was a huge space, different rooms with their doors either broken and fallen to the ground. "This place is…" He climbed up the stairs with a bewildered look on his face and the widest smile on his lips. Excitement filling his heart with fireworks going off. After going to the top floor, he saw an exit. A balcony with a view of Capital City. The sound of wind howling filled the top floors and it was a bit annoying but Ezra was so mesmerized by this entire experience that he didn't even realize it.


"M-My new home…" Was the thought that came to his mind and the words that left his mouth. This really was a new chapter in his life. Almost 14 and the kid had gotten lucky enough to find a place to stay and live in. This could change everything for him. After being alone for 6 kriffing years, on his "unlucky" 13th year, luck came knocking on his door.


A few hours passed and Ezra had already started to settle in. He chose a corner of the center room as storage, a room in the west side as bedroom and finally, a south east room as a location to keep his favorite stuff and future collections. The night had come around and the moon was shining bright in the middle of the sky. Ezra stood outside on the balcony, taking a deep breath and looking to the distance. The beauty of it all. The ruthless city didn't look so merciless from this far away. A gentle smile formed on Ezra's face. The first smile since Dodger's sacrifice.


A few minutes went by before Ezra went inside, grabbing an old log book he had found in the dust underneath the comm panel. He had decided to turn the log book into a diary. The first page read. "Look what I found in the dust underneath the comm panel – an official communications logbook. The LothalNet techs must have recorded some pretty boring stuff in here – before they shut this tower down, at least. Looks like they didn't get very far. This logbook could be good for sketching in. Or for writing in. Like a journal. Problem:" Ezra chuckled to himself before adding. "I'm no good at writing." He shook his head, writing. "Ezra, you're ALREADY WRITING!" He facepalmed himself and laughed.


"So why not, right? Who else do I have to talk to out here?" The sound of Ezra's sigh filled the bedroom. "I, Ezra Bridger, being of stout heart and keen mind," Wrote Ezra. "This is a stupid idea. JUST FORGET IT." The Lothalian boy closed the diary and put it aside. Slowly laying his head down on the soft material he had gathered from around and closing his eyes. He gently drifted off to sleep. The first calm after the 5 year long storm he had experienced.


Chapter End Notes


There we go. A wholesome calm chapter for our sad little Loth-Cat. There's another origins chapter remaining before we catch up to what happened in Art Attack. I hope you enjoyed this backstory. I mixed what's established in Canon with more detail. Ezra and Sabine are two of my favorite STAR WARS characters and I tried my best to give them a deep and proper origin story.


MAY THE FORCE BE WITH US ALL


THE LOTH-CAT'S ORIGINS PART 3
Chapter Notes


Okay, this episode is going to be different. A little more detailed than the previous two. So this time around, the sixth year will have a few sections because there is more material to get into on the last 2 years. I hope you enjoy it. It's been crazy. I am SO glad that you've been with the story so far. I am beyond excited for the future of this little work of mine! Lots and lots and LOTS of love from me to all of you!


Disclaimer: If you wanna talk to one of the owner of STAR WARS, I am… Well, I'm not one of them… I would still love to talk to you all.


See the end of the chapter for more notes
THE LOTH-CAT'S ORIGINS PART 3


Year Six, Eleventh Month


Young Bridger was sitting in the central room, where he hung out most of the time. That was when the sound of some Edgehawks screaming grabbed his attention. Running out of the central room and into the balcony, he saw the Edgehawks stalking some baby Loth-Cats trying to grab the weakest for dinner. The one that was as white as a snowflake.


Ezra got himself to the ground floor as soon as possible. Swinging on his rope and using the ladder as a booster to get himself down quicker. "You're not eating any baby Loth-Cats on my watch!" He said while running as fast as he possibly could, sliding in and grabbing a baby Loth-Cat before it was snatched by an Edgehawk. The giant bird scratched Ezra's coat, leaving a large scar on his back. "ARGHHHH!"


The intimidating shadow of the Edgehawk casted on the ground, its scream almost piercing Ezra's ears as he crawled towards the entrance to his comm tower. He could feel every single grain of sand and dust landing on his scar, trying with all he had to keep himself from yelling until his voice was gone.


After Ezra made sure that the little white baby Loth-Cat was safe inside the premises of Fort Ezra, he stepped outside with his eyes narrowed and fury burning within. The Edgehawk attempted to attack another weak and defenseless Loth-Cat but before it could accomplish its merciless goal, a surge of electricity went through every vein in its body, causing it to fall out of the sky, head first into a large stone. The Loth-Cats ran as fast as they could towards the nearest sanctuary.


Ezra slowly brandished the slingshot he had just fired with pride. Trying to hide his pain with a smirk. Looking at the comm tower entrance, he saw the white Loth-Cat slowly peaking from behind the wall. Ezra hadn't paid any attention to the cat's appearance but with a closer look, the general look of the cat caused Ezra's mouth to drop wide open. He could swear that the cat's eyes were exactly like his own. The Loth-Cat gently made its way to Ezra, rubbing its head against Ezra's right knee before prancing towards the tall grasses and disappearing.


Ezra felt that for the first time since Dodger and his parents' death, he was finally feeling optimistic. Although he was still struggling with a lot of inner turmoil, he felt like he could overcome them.


Year Six, Twelfth Month


A few months had passed since Ezra met a new friend. Her name was Moreena. They had become the closest of friends. If he was being honest with himself, this year was the best year he had experienced since his parents… What did happen to his parents. He pondered that question for the longest time. Years had passed with that question still being left unanswered. Countless nights searching the city, countless tears flowing from his eyes… After 3 or 4 years, he had given up on it all. He was content with believing that the cause of their absence was their demise.


A sigh left the young Bridger's lips as he swung from a rope and climbed down. His hair had grown a bit too long for his taste. Pulling some strands away from his face before shaking his head, Ezra told himself. "Okay… Definitely time for a trim… I can't go on looking like a Lothalian Two Moon Knights member… Their music might be good but their looks… The less said about it, the better…"


After wall-running over a trap hole he had created for invaders, Ezra landed on the ground with a flip. "Sometimes… I hope someone could see me being so badass… On the other hand, with this hair…? I'd rather no one sees me like this…" Ezra took long steps towards the refresher. Yes, he had fixed the refresher's water circulation by himself. After the door closed, Ezra sat down on a crooked chair before grabbing a hair trimmer. A few minutes, a shower and a trim later, Ezra came out with chin-length hair.


Shaking his head with a smirk on his face, Ezra thought to himself. "Much better! Hmm… It's breakfast time! I'm feeling wealthy leftovers." And with that, Ezra left his self-titled fort before making his way to the semi-broken speeder biker. It was pretty beaten up. Ezra had been struggling with the repulsorlift coil since he cleaned it. Shaking his head and fidgeting around with the coil, the speeder barely started up.


Lothal's wealthy district was filled with the kind of people you didn't wanna fly with in a meteor shower. The kind of people who you wouldn't want around you on Life Day. But this district wasn't completely useless. Ezra had found out that the people on this district threw a lot of good food away. He would eat from their thrown away food. The young Lothalian orphan wasn't proud of it but at least it helped him survive.


"Oh dear, the soufflé a la Lothal was wonderful. That jogan fruit drizzle is perfect." A wealthy Lothalite woman complimented her husband's choice. "I have to agree with you, dearest. We should come here more often. Although, I couldn't finish that Groat chop." They sat in their speeder car and while they were leaving, Ezra looked on from behind an alleyway's wall.


After a long and disgusting garbage rummaging session, Ezra was able to satisfy his hunger. Another day of survival. Getting on his speeder bike and going to his favorite spot, the Market Place. It was such a crowded place that Ezra was able to steal anything he wanted from as many Imperials without anyone finding out. As Ezra arrived, a familiar voice grabbed his attention. "Ezra! Hey, Ezra, over here!" Looking around and realizing Moreena was the one calling his name, Ezra jumped off his speeder, enabling the gravity locks before running towards Moreena, hugging her and smiling with joy.


"What are you doing here, Mo?" Ezra asked with his eyebrow raised. "I… I kinda figured out that you hang around here a lot. So… I came here to see you. Maybe hang out a bit? I mean… If you don't mind." Moreena replied with a shy tone before Ezra gave his answer. "Are you kidding me?! You're my best friend. Of course I don't mind!" Who was Moreena? Ezra's closest friend and sister figure. She met with him when he was trying to steal some crates from Imperials. Their interactions were interesting to say the least. She always found a way to become a part of his adventures. She had saves his skin more on more than one occasion. They made a good team. Moreena knew about his current situation, and the stealing from Imperials was something that she respected a lot…


What she didn't know a single thing about, was his past. Ezra preferred it that way. In his mind, as soon as she found out about his past, she would leave him. Nobody can be friends with someone who has that kind of emotional baggage. A magnificent bond had been made between the two kids and Ezra was better because of it.


"Hey, wanna add one of those Imperial helmets you like so much to your collection?" Ezra's eyes went wide with excitement and he looked at Moreena. "Really?! Did you see any bucketbrains who were slacking?!" Moreena nodded in reply before explaining. "Right in that alleyway, it's pretty hot today so they've put their helmets on a crate. When I was coming, they were preparing for their break." Ezra quickly grabbed her hand and ran towards the alley. When they arrived, what greeted them was 5 stormtroopers gathered around for their break.


"These idiots don't pay attention to ANYTHING when it's break time. I've already stolen 2 of their helmets. They don't even care either… They have so many helmets that when one goes missing, it's just replaced by a new one." Ezra explained before slowly crouching and making his way towards the helmets laying neglected on a crate of blasters. "So, you guys think the Empire has bigger plans for this place?" One of the stormtroopers asked before the higher ranking trooper replied with. "That information is confidential for now. Maybe they will, maybe they won't. There are factors to be considered…" While they were conversing, Ezra grabbed an officer's helmet but before leaving, he stole an Imperial blasters' guide that was laying on the crate.


The comm tower stood tall. A sandstorm slowly approached while a speeder bike with two kids on it flashed by towards fort Bridger. As the speeder bike arrived, Ezra jumped off of it, helping Moreena off as well before locking it and running inside. As they arrived to the top floor, Ezra pulled Moreena's arm, not allowing her to take a step. "Waiiit… I… I kinda booby trapped this place… And most of them are pretty… Lethal?" Moreena's eyes went wide and she gasped but Ezra tried to explain himself further. "H-Hey, don't look at me like that! I literally steal from Imperials, if they come knocking on my door, I would rather be prepared than to be arrested and taken to God knows where…"


Moreena thought about it a little before coming to the conclusion that he was right. An understanding nod was all she gave him which was enough for Ezra. "Okay, jump over that part… If you step on it, you'll fall all the way to the bottom floor…" Moreena followed Ezra's guidance. As they arrived to the top half of the highest floor, Moreena looked around with widened eyes. "Woah, you really cleaned this place up. It actually feels… kinda like a home now." Ezra chuckled before putting on a cocky smirk and replying with. "It is Fort Ezra after all." Moreena laughed before saying. "Yeah, right… I forgot you called it that…" They both shared a laugh before Ezra took the trooper helmet to his collection room. A couple of things laid on the shelves. From non-functional blasters to Imperial badges to two other trooper helmets.


Their time together was passed by casual conversation. Although what passed for casual conversation for them was Ezra telling her all about his latest solo adventures. When the sandstorm had settled down, Moreena took herself home. She lived in a farm in the Capital City outskirts. So she visited him from time to time but recently… It seemed like she was a bit busy. Ezra didn't know what was going on but he was too scared to ask because he didn't want her to hate him or feel pressured.


Year Seven, First Month


An entire year of friendship had passed. Ezra had gotten closer to Moreena more than anyone else. Conversing with his closest friend had become a bright spot in his daily life. He had flatcakes with some blue milk.


A few minutes or maybe an hour later, Ezra had come down to paint his speeder. The old thing had no color and that wasn't Ezra's style. He painted it green and yellow. It was looking good. The speeder bike suited his personality now.


What happened next was Ezra leaving the comm tower with a few crates to sell to Ferpil. Ferpil Wallaway was a male Xexto who owned a pawnshop outside Captial City. Ezra found him by using his old connections. He ended up being a very beneficial new contact for young Bridger. He was able to sell what he stole from the Empire at the highest price available which in turn helped Ezra survive more easily. Ferpil had become a sort of mentor to young Bridger, teaching him new techniques while helping him out from time to time. He was the closest thing he had to a father figure since the death of his parents.


Somewhere in the dark alleyways near the Capital City's outskirt areas laid a complex but hidden pawnshop. No sign indicated that it was operational so most people thought of it as yet another Imperial abandoned building. The whole situation was convenient since being hidden was a very important part of running an illegal pawn shop that sold Imperial goods. Ferpil scratched his chin while looking at the crates that laid in front of him. "Why is this one broken?! I don't have any need for broken mineral water, Ezra. Now, if they were intact, I would've paid you a handsome price since Mineral waters are VERY valuable in this time and age but… Look at them, Bridger. They're ruined… How did you manage to break every single bottle?"


Ezra looked at the ground, gently scratching the back of his head as a sign of embarrassment before explaining himself. "Weeell… You see, I… I didn't know what was in the crate and well… It was… It was magnetically sealed sooooooo…" He looked away before continuing. "I broke it open with a bunch of rocks…" Ferpil chuckled before shaking his head. "Oh Bridger, you know nothing about handling magnetic seals… You should have brought it to me… Also, drop the cute poor kid routine. I know you too well for that to work." The look of innocence on Ezra's face was replaced with a smirk as he said. "Well, are you gonna buy any of it or not?"


"I can't buy the big one…" Ezra protested. "Why not?! Those are some great inner-layer jumpsuits for TIE pilots…" Ferpil shook his head before replying with. "Listen kid, nobody's gonna buy the Empire's underwear…" Ezra gave a bitter smile before asking. "What about that one? Those power cells any good? Come on man, I had to run like a womp rat to get those…" Ferpil pondered something in his mind before saying. "I'll give you five for it." Ezra's eyes went wide. "What the kriff?! Five? Come on, man… Give me ten." Ferpil shook his head while Ezra persisted. "How about nine? Maybe eight? You gotta give me eight." Ferpil sighed as he finally accepted. "Fine, eight. But hey, I've got an offer for you. 2 months from now, I'm gonna change your life, kid. For better too." Ezra didn't know what to say so he nodded before running away. "Hey! Wait a second, Bridger. Come back here." Ezra was stopped dead in his tracks before slowly taking steps towards Ferpil. "Yeah?" A soft smirk formed on Ferpil's lips as he said. "How do you always manage to distract me before you pick me clean?"


It would seem that when Ezra had gotten close to Ferpil to showcase the crates, he had picked his pockets. "Because I'm very good at what I do." Arrogance was waving in Ezra's voice. Ferpil only managed to laugh and say. "Gimme half of it… You can keep the other half, you little Loth-Rat." Ezra smirked as he put 10 credits on Ferpil's desk before he said. "You're lucky I'm not Vizago, kid. He would've had you hung up and ripped to shreds for what you pulled off just now." Oh yes, Vizago. The scariest person Ezra had ever heard of. He was glad that he had never met the guy. He wanted to keep it that way. From the tales of Vizago literally shoving his horns inside one of his crew member's throat because they disagreed with him to him killing a guy for looking at his credits. Vizago seemed to be a very dangerous individual. Ezra was glad that Ferpil sold the goods to Vizago instead of him."


Ezra felt a shudder down his spine as he ran out of the pawn shop and returned home. While in the market place, a familiar voice made Ezra smile. "Hey, Ezra! C-Can we talk?..." Ezra turned around to see Moreena who had a frown on her face. "Hey, Mor… What's wrong? Is everything okay?" Moreena took a deep breath before sighing and replying. "W-Well, remember how our farm burned down a few weeks ago?..." Ezra responded with a serious tone. "Yeah?" "W-Well, we were able to sell it…" Moreena responded with a somber tone. "And my father is… He's taking us to… To Alderaan. 2 months from now… It'll be on the 13th…" As soon as those last words were uttered, Ezra felt his heart stop beating.


"O-Oh… That's…" Ezra decided that if he was a good friend, he would be happy for her so he responded with. "That's incredible! So great to hear! I'm sure everything will be amazing…" "B-But…" Before Moreena could react, his father called. "Moreena! Come, my dear! We must go home." Moreena looked back at Ezra, tears forming in her eyes before she whispered. "Meet me at Bay 9… Our ship will be at Bay 10…" She went away, leaving Ezra standing all alone. He was going to be all alone again… The memories, the sorrow, the loneliness. It was too much. He felt as if he was being drowned by his past and pain.


The rest of the day went by without any exciting events. Ezra barely got a good night sleep because his mind was everywhere. He was struggling with his thoughts. Next month was going to be the most difficult month in a long time. He could only hope that Ferpil would give him some good news.


Year Seven, Third Month


A new day had started and Ferpil was cleaning the counter, counting his credits with a smirk on his face when Ezra ran inside. "Hey, Ferp!" Ferpil jumped a little before turning to Ezra. "For the love of Gods, Ezra! What are you doing here this early?!" Ezra scratched the back of his head before replying. "W-Well, all throughout these last two months, I've been waiting to find out what you have planned for me!" Ferpil gave a smile before exclaiming. "And you've asked me every single day in between." Ezra sighed and protested. "Well can you blame me? You said this was going to change my life. What was I supposed to do? Silently let the time pass. You know I can't do that." Ferpil chuckled before saying. "Well, we were planning on opening a new form of entertainment on Lothal. GLADIATOR ARENA! IMAGINE IT! AN UNDERGROUND ARENA…" Ferpil shot out his arms into a dramatic reveal pose with a big smile on his face. "THE MOST DANGEROUS FIGHTERS AND BOUNTY HUNTERS ENTER TO WIN A HUGE REWARD OF 1 MILLION CREDITS! It's always been my dream to open my own gladiator arena."


Ezra's eyes went wide and a huge smile formed on his face. "NO WAY! REALLY? What do you want me to do?! Wait…" Ezra's smile turned upside down before asking. "Y-You don't want me to compete in it, do you?" Ferpil's face mirrored Ezra's shock before he answered. "OF COURSE NOT! ARE YOU CRAZY, BOY? I… I want you to install and give out fliers and tickets for the big opening!" Excitement was coursing through Ezra's veins as he felt a spring inside him activate. He couldn't stand still. "No way! A-Are you hiring me?" Ferpil nodded before giving him a badge. Ezra didn't let him say anything else before running out of the shop and to Bay 9.


Ezra's mind was everywhere. From thinking about the ship that had crashed yesterday to his new job and… Moreena… Right… She was leaving Lothal that day, wasn't she? He hadn't even thought it. All he could do was sigh and go to the alley Moreena had specified. As he arrived, a gentle voice snapped Ezra out of his thoughts.


"E-Ezra…" Ezra looked towards Moreena, her eyes filled with tears. "W-We're going today… Right now in fact…" Ezra tried to smile, putting on a gentle face for her sake. "I'll be fine, Mo…" Before he could finish, Moreena broke down into tears, her tears running down her cheeks. "But you'll be here alone… I don't wanna go! I don't wanna leave my best friend… I don't wanna go to Alderaan…" Her voice cracked as Ezra slowly chimed in with a kind voice. "It's okay, Mo… You don't need to worry about me… I'll be fine. I have Ferpil to keep me company. I know how to take care of myself." Moreena calmed down a little. "I'll still miss you… You know that, right?" Ezra gave his best snarky response. "I'd be worried if you didn't." Clearing his throat, he continued. "But… In all honesty, I'll miss you too, Mo. I hope Alderaan will bring you more happiness. Good luck. Take this, know that I will always remember you. My bestest friend in the galaxy." As Ezra gave her a trinket, Moreena gasped and chuckled a little.


"I'm your only friend…" She took a deep sigh before saying. "Well then… I guess this is goodbye. Take care, Ezra…" They both hugged and a TIE fighter landed, blocking most of the sounds from all around. Somehow, Ezra felt as if someone shared his pain and sympathized with him. Long, painful, emotional and sorrowful steps were made towards Bay 10. He watched Moreena leave Lothal on their family ship. The very sight broke his heart.


A few hours had passed and Ezra was a bit excited about selling tickets for the gladiator arena. With Moreena gone, all he had left was the white Loth-Cat, Ferpil and his new job. All Ezra could hope for was that he could hold onto what he had left. A few hours had passed when suddenly Ezra ran into a tall and intimidating figure, looking up and narrowing his eyes, he couldn't recognize the species. All he heard was an angry hiss and growl before hearing. "Get out of my way, Shorty." Ezra gritted his teeth as he shoved himself against the scary stranger before snatching his card. The card had all his details written down. "Name: Bossk. Species: Trandoshan. Height: 1.9 meters. Weight: 113KG. Authorized to Carry: Relby-V10 Mortar Gun. Authorized to Pilot: CEC YV-Series Light Freighter, Hound's Tooth. Licensed by the Imperial Office of Criminal Investigation and the Bounty Hunters Guild."


Minutes passed and Ezra still stuck around, selling his tickets when suddenly a scaly claw was placed on his shoulders. His face went pale, his heart beating faster than ever, his legs turning into jelly as he slowly turned around. Bossk looked down at him with an emotionless look on his face. "Hey kid, seeing how you stole one of my cards without me noticing, I think you're a product of these streets. I'm looking for a dirty Imperial officer, known as the commissioner. His real name is Jenkes and he really screwed around with my last contract. Now, the Empire is after me and I need someone who knows this planet. So you're gonna help me find him."


Now, THIS was exciting. Ezra was helping a bounty hunter hunt down an Imperial officer. It can't get any more awesome than this! The rest of the day, Ezra and Bossk looked around the alleys of Lothal, looking for Jenkes. After Bossk explained what Jenkes was after, Ezra realized that Ferpil was one of his targets.


When Bossk and Ezra arrived at Ferpil's pawnshop, it was already too late. Jenkes was leaving, blood on his clothes. Bossk followed him as Ezra ran into the pawnshop only to find Ferpil lying on his back, coughing up blood. "FERPIL!" Ezra ran to his side, trying to pick him up and put him on his favorite chair. "FERPIL, DON'T YOU DARE CLOSE YOUR EYES! STAY WITH ME, OKAY? PLEASE… don't leave me…" The last part was uttered in a mere whisper as tears came down his cheek. His mentor was panting, his eyes looking at the empty space between them. He uttered his last word. "E-Ezra…" A few more coughs left the Xexto's mouth before he continued. "T-Take c-care of yourself… D-Don't let that Imp steal the price money… I was going to use that money… To help you have a better life…" Ferpil died in Ezra's arms that night. Bossk came into the shop with a calm look on his face.


"I tracked his speeder. We should follow him…" "I know where he is…" Ezra yelled, cutting him off and continuing. "He's in the arena under Monad Outpost." They made their way to the arena, finding the officer manager dead on the box office's ground. Bossk grabbed Ezra and made their way to the main arena space. The young Lothalite had never experienced such levels of excitement. There was chaos in his mind, more pain and rage than ever before. Jenkes was making a run for it when Bossk grabbed his two supporting stormtroopers and snapped their necks but while the young boy was occupied by his thoughts, a blaster shot was heard and Bossk fell to his knees.


Ezra looked at Bossk with fear and shock on his face, scanning him for any sign of harm. From what he figured out, Bossk was shot in the legs with a wide and devious smile on Jenkes' face. Using the comm device in his hand, he tried to frame Bossk. "Attention! Attention, all attendees. The Trandoshan present in the arena is an Imperial fugitive. Eliminate him immediately." Bossk hissed in pain as he looked at Ezra, yelling. "GIVE ME YOUR COMM DEVICE, BOY!"


Ezra quickly handed his comm over, Bossk announcing. "I CHALLENGE BORBIG DROB AND WARJAK TO TRIAL BY COMBAT! WHEN I DEFEAT THESE TWO, I'LL TELL YOU THE ACTUAL TRUTH!" And so a huge battle started. Borbig Drob stepped into the arena. He was the first to swing. Missing his axe strike while Bossk shoved his claws into his throat, slamming him to the ground while yelling from pain. Bossk was very weak. Every movement caused his wound to burn with pain. Too much pain surging through his body.


Ezra jumped towards the new gladiator, sweeping Warjak's legs, causing him to fall hard to the ground. While struggling to get up, Bossk grabbed his head from behind, breaking his neck and standing up while his injured leg was shaking. "You simpering buffoons. That man is the criminal known as the commissioner. He was planning to steal all your credits. He killed Herdringer, Ferpil Wallaway and this arena's box office manager." At this point, Jenkes tried to escape. Bossk wanted to jump but fell on the ground from the excruciating pain. Ezra activated his slingshot. "This one's for you, Ferpil." A shock bolt was fired and hit Jenkes straight in the head. Causing him to fall to the ground, unconscious.


Ezra decided to return home after receiving his reward from Bossk… Only 90 credits… It wasn't a lot but it was more than nothing… The young Lothalian orphan was so tired. It was all too much for him. From Moreena leaving to almost getting captured by taskmaster Grint, Ferpil dying and teaming up with Bossk to take down an Intergalactic criminal just for the bounty hunter to leave Ezra alone. At least Ezra still had his little Loth-Cat.


Stumbling and dragging himself towards the fields, Ezra looked around for the white Loth-Cat that he had been feeding. It slowly came out from between the fields, looking at Ezra. Ezra called out. "Heyyyy, buddy… How's your day been? Mine? It was awful." He was so angry and sad. He felt as if something was radiating off of him. The Loth-Cat took a long look at Ezra before hissing and scratching his hand and running into the fields again. Ezra fell to the ground, exhausted and so filled with sorrow that it was impossible to describe. He felt like crying but no tears came out.


The only thing that happened was a soundless scream leaving his mouth as he dropped on his back, sighing and letting the tears flow. He felt worthless. He felt unwanted and alone. He felt more broken than ever before. For once in his life, Ezra truly felt shattered. That cold night, Ezra fell asleep on the hard merciless ground of Fort Ezra's territory. Truly alone.


Chapter End Notes


Aaaaaaand that's that. Sorry it was SO long. I hope you like it. I had to finish this up fast cause I have a very special episode planned for Christmas. I know it was sad. I cried while writing it but hey, that's Ezra's painful past for ya.


MAY THE FORCE BE WITH YOU ALL


THE LAST LIFE DAY TOGETHER
Chapter Notes


Well well well, first off, a very Merry Belated Christmas to you all. I hope you are having a wonderful and amazing time. I hope your day and your life will be as sweet as Hoth chocolate. Now, I want us all to take a deeper look at our beloved Ghost Crew's last Life Day with their dear families. Soooo, let us see how it went on and let us hope nothing wrong will happen.


 


Disclaimer: I don't own STAR WARS… But hey, at least I can steal write my heart down for you beautiful magnificent people.


See the end of the chapter for more notes
CHAPTER 16: THE LAST LIFE DAY TOGETHER


Ryloth


In the Syndulla residence, in the briefing room, lit by the light coming through the painted pane glass, general Cham Syndulla was informing his commanders to coordinate their next attack when suddenly, a voice from behind them caused everyone's heads to snap to the room's entrance. "I'm sorry gentlemen but I would like to talk with general Syndulla." Her voice was soft and calm but there was power in it. Enough power and conviction that the commanders nodded in acceptance and left the room. She was only 17 and yet, she had so much of her father's commanding energy.


General Syndulla slowly turned towards the shorter green skinned Twi'lek, a somber look on his face. Sorrow filled eyes looked back at him as the Twi'lek girl walked towards her father. "GENERAL Syndulla, don't you think that today of all days is the day that you should spend with what's left of your family?" Cham sighed before turning towards the young girl again. "Hera, you don't understand! The freedom of our people is more important than me!"


Hera's eyes went wide before she replied. "What about other planets? You held back the sith lords but you don't even consider other planets to be worthy of your magnificent tactical abilities!"


Cham walked towards Hera before raising his voice beyond what she had heard. "WHERE WERE THOSE PLANETS WHEN THOSE SITH LORDS CAME??? WHERE WAS HELP WHEN I LOST MY ELENI???? WHERE WERE THOSE PLANETS WHEN WE BARELY SURVIVED THE IMPERIAL RAIDS??? YOU WANT TO TALK ABOUT OTHER PLANETS, OTHER RACES, OTHER PEOPLE BUT WHERE WERE YOUR DEAR FOREIGNERS WHEN WE BECAME SLAVES??? I DON'T CARE ABOUT THEM!" Cham took a deep breath as the part about his wife made his voice break, tears filling his eyes.


Hera looked him straight in the eyes as she took a deep breath and quietly said. "I sure hope you are proud of yourself, GENERAL! It would seem your military rank has blinded you to your family rank and all other beings. I hope you enjoy Life Day…"


And with those final words, Hera Syndulla walked out of the room, slamming the door shut and taking furious steps towards the backyard. Cham's eyes were filled with hidden sorrow. No one would ever see this side of him. He wouldn't allow it. He slowly slid down unto his chair, grabbing a holopad of his family, caressing the nothingness that projected his dear beloved wife. "Oh, my beloved Eleni… She is as stubborn as you are… What am I to do with her? Since you've been gone, I've been lost…" A single tear flowing from his right eye.


Meanwhile, Hera was sitting in the backyard and holding a small holopad of her mother in her hands. "Mom, I really wish you were still here… I really miss you… And you know, big bad general Cham misses you too… He's too occupied with our people to see the bigger picture… You would've understood… I have to go mother… I have to get away from this planet… My place is in space between the stars…"


Nighttime had arrived, a blue skinned Twi'lek was walking in the manor next to the Rylothian hangar. His hands were intertwined while he marched across the balcony. The noise of footsteps from behind caused him to stop in his spot, slowly turning around with a soft smile on his face which soon faded away. "Hera… What's wrong?"


"Uncle Gobi… I'm here about what we talked about… I'm ready…" Gobi raised an eyebrow before asking. "Are you sure, Hera?" His question led to Hera taking a deep breath and replying. "I'm sure of it. D-Do you still have that ship you told me about?" Gobi smirked before nodding and walking Hera towards his personal bay with a smile. As they arrived, Hera was mesmerized by the Imperial modified VCX-100 light freighter docked in front of her. The ship used to be white but years of fire fights caused its color to fade away.


"It's an incredible ship… I must thank you again for letting me train with it all year long… Does it still work?" Gobi raised an eyebrow before answering. "It's a Corellian ship, Hera. They are the best in the galaxy. This beauty is better than any YT-1300f Light Freighters. Trust me." Hera's smile grew wider before exclaiming. "Thank you, uncle Gobi… Take care of dad… He's too stubborn for his own good." As she walked into the ship, Gobi called out to her. "Hera… Happy Life Day… Take care of yourself, okay?" Hera nodded before saying with a kind smile on her face. "Happy Life Day to you as well."


Cham Syndulla looked on as the ship ascended towards the sky, leaving the planetary boundaries, he took a deep sigh and wiped the tears gathering in his eyes. Long and powerful steps were taken towards the briefing room, opening the beautiful engraved stone door only to reveal emptiness. The general took a deep breath, hearing the beautiful carols coming from the yard, families enjoying Life Day together. Music seemed to be in the air. Cham's gaze fell on the holomap active on the table. His breath left his mouth in a long and sorrowful sigh before his eyes opened once more with determination shinning in them. "Okay, where were we?"


The sound of sweet Life Day carols was replaced with deafening silence as Cham Syndulla slammed the doors shut.


Coruscant


A lonesome and quiet yet bright house stood in the lower levels of Coruscant. The sound of factories, ships moving everywhere to reach their destinations before Life Day, the bitter sound of beggars yelling for whatever credit could be spared filled the living room. The gentle scent of foreign flowers could be smelled all around. A poor and weakened man entered the room that was a combo of kitchen, living room and bedroom. He was coughing and breathing heavily. He held a little boy in his embrace. The only reason he kept himself alive was to take care of his little boy.


Ever since the boy's mother died during his birth, the father took care of him with all his power and energy. He gently caressed the hair of his child with a weak and powerless smile, slowly placing him on his small hand-made bed. Before the father could take a seat, the sound of someone knocking on the door caused him to freeze on spot. As the weak man opened the door, he was confronted with a tall dark-skinned figure covered in a dark brown cloak.


"Is this the…" The stranger's voice was booming. He looked down at his holopad before resuming. "Dume residence?" The old man's eyes widened before he asked. "W-What?... H-How do you know that?" The cloaked man lifted his hood before responding. "I'm Master Mace Windu of the Jedi Order. Our council has detected the existence of a force-sensitive being on your residence. I'd like to take a test of your residents to determine who that being is."


The old man thought about his predicament before doubtfully responding. "W-Well, okay… But master…?" Mace Windu repeated himself. "Windu." The sick Dume continued his conversation. "Yes, master Windu, you can enter my house but keep in mind that there aren't many residents here. Just me and my dear son… Caleb. He's the star of my eyes. My reason for living." Mace's expression didn't change one bit. He just entered the house, looking around until he found the child. Pulling out his device and taking a blood sample from the child. After analyzing Caleb's blood, he gave a soft nod before turning towards his father. "Mr. Dume, I am obligated to inform you that your child is our force-sensitive being. Now, you have a decision to make. You can allow him to come with me to the temple where he'll be taken care of until he reaches a certain age when he will start training. One of our amazing masters will accept this responsibility and he'll enhance his unique abilities. OR, you can keep him here, give him a typically normal life and forget I ever came."


Caleb's father thought about the current situation he was in. The fact that he might die at any second was something that terrified him every single passing moment. Taking a deep shaking breath, he replied while coughing. "Promise me that you'll take care of him… This boy is my everything…" Mace Windu gently picked up the child, holding him in his arms gingerly while he nodded and whispered. "He'll become a hero, Mr. Dume."


His father gently pushed the child's hair aside with a soft and weak smile on his lips. "My dear Caleb, I'm sure you'll be a hero. You'll make me proud." He exclaimed while stumbling towards the couch and dropping on it. "Master Windu, thank you. You just showed me a Life Day Miracle… Happy Life Day…" Mace Windu nodded with the slightest smile on his face. "Happy Life Day to you as well." Was all the Master Jedi uttered. As the Jedi Master left the house, the door closing behind him, the old man finally felt calm and at peace. He felt the pressure on his shoulders being lifted. With one last breath, Caleb Dume's father let himself be absolutely at peace. Becoming one with the force.


Lasan


Honor guards were standing in line in front of the Lasan's Royal Family, holding their bow casters tight. The gate slowly opened up and a couple started walking out with grace. They were holding hands. As the two Lasat reached the end of the royal castle's steps, the female Lasat covered in regal clothing turned her head towards the proud head commander of Lasan's Honor Guard. "Happy Life Day, commander. I do hope that your family are in great health?" The Lasat commander nodded his head before replying with a gruff and gravelly voice. "As good as can be. Mother and father are enjoying each other's company and good ol' grandmother Orrelios is standing tall like always. I do hope your Life Day is going on wonderfully, my king and queen."


"It truly has been. All owed to your amazing performance as the head commander of Honor Guard, Garazeb Orrelios." A booming response from the kind king brought a smile to Zeb's lips. "You are too kind, my liege. I just try my best to keep your family and our people safe." "Succeeding with that responsibility." The royal couple responded together. "Please, commander Orrelios, enjoy your day off and celebrate your incredible heart out."


With a simple nod, Zeb waved his hand for the other Honor Guards before yelling out new commands. "Alright, people… Off you go! We all have a Life Day to celebrate!" As the command was given, all members stood easy before scattering towards their respectable families and residences. It was at this moment that Zeb started running down the castle path, towards his home that was brightly decorated with Life Day lights.


A wide smile as bright as the lights around his house formed on his lips. The sound of his family members singing carols only helped his smile grow wider. While entering the house, he finished the carol with. "And a happy Life Day! How's my favorite bunch of people doing today?" All the eyes in the house darted towards him as his father and mother chuckled, giving him a big hug while his grandmother said. "Wonderful. Although your performance was a little bit pitchy, my dear." Her smile grew wider as Zeb shook his head and chuckled.


A beautiful tree stood tall in the middle of the living room. At almost 3.5 meters tall, it would be quite abnormal for any other species. But for Lasats who were typically 2 meters tall, it was quite justified. Granny Orrelios slowly stood up, calmly walking towards Zeb, handing him a golden star. Zeb put it on the tree with the biggest smile on his face. Zeb was at the best point in his life, he couldn't be happier. With a big family hug, they started cheering and singing their carols once more but before the house got any warmer from the kindness flowing around, there was a knock at their door.


Zeb broke away from the group, taking fast and quick steps towards the door, answering it. He found one of his lieutenants standing in the door frame, panting. "Head commander! There seems to be an issue… We have detected Imperial ships entering our planetary orbit fast! Their numbers are beyond imagination. You need to get yourself to the royal castle as soon as possible!" Zeb took a look at his family, not knowing that this would be the last time he saw them, before nodding and running towards the castle.


No Life Day miracles happened that day… Instead an absolute nightmare took form… Millions and billions of innocent Lasats were murdered. The near extinction of an entire race. One of the Empire's first horrible genocides… 


Mandalore


Mandalore was a planet of warriors and fighters but that didn't mean it was not home to some of the galaxy's greatest painters and architects. The capital city of Sundari was amongst the most beautiful and breathtaking locations that you can visit in your life-time. Somewhere in the city, between the countless buildings stood what seemed to be a royal palace. It wasn't the ruler's grand palace but it was a place. Steps were heard in the palace's garden. Two people, both of them clad in Beskar armor. "My dear beloved, the garden's gorgeous blooms compliment your beauty." The woman standing next to the man who was singing poetic romance responded with. "Oh Alrich. Thank you, beloved. But that's not the reason I asked for your presence…"


Ursa Wren's voice was filled with worry and yet, somehow calm and collected. Alrich raised an eyebrow before asking. "Oh? For what reason did you ask for me, my dearest?" Love and care was weaved in between every single word. "It's about our child. Sabine…" Alrich held back a soft chuckle before exclaiming. "Well, I would be shocked if it was about Tristan. He's not old enough to cause much trouble…" After witnessing no changes on the face of his wife, the Mandalorian lord apologized. "I'm sorry, my love… I was merely trying to lighten your current mood…"


Ursa took a deep breath before responding. "I don't think anything will be able to accomplish that… Alrich, she has decided to join the academy…" What she said caused the look on Alrich's face to mirror the one on his wife's. "And you want me to talk to her?" Ursa sighed before responding with. "Our daughter listens to you, Alrich… If I try to have a conversation with her about this subject, it will only cause her to become defensive and stubborn." Alrich let a soft smile form on his face. "You know she gets those from you, my most beloved…" Ursa slowly took hold of her husband's hands.


"I know… And you have always been the one to break through those walls of mine and truly help me…" She tightened her grip around his hands, looking into his eyes with love before whispering. "Now I'm asking you to help our daughter… If she makes this decision, it won't end well… I don't want her life to become a living nightmare." Alrich sighed as he placed a gentle kiss on his wife's forehead before whispering. "I will try my best, my most beloved… I can't promise that she won't go through with her unsavory decision…"


He was right. When Sabine set her mind on something, nothing could change it. Ursa gave a sad nod before pulling his husband into her embrace. Alrich gently caressed his fingers through her hair before slowly letting go of her, walking towards his daughter's quarter. The halls were magnificently painted. Alrich had seen to it personally. The art style was without a shadow of a doubt inspired by Alrich's early works. As he arrived to his daughter's room, the Mandalorian father allowed his hand to knock.


"Yes?" A soft feminine voice answered from inside the room. "May I come in, Sabine? I wish to have a word with you, dear." Was Alrich's request which was quickly answered. "Father! I'm so happy that you're here! I wanted to show you my armor's new colors." Ursa smiled while nodding. "How wonderful, dear." She guided him in and revealed her armor, the color scheme was a combination of black, gold and red with soft blue accents. Alrich gave a smirk before letting out a chuckle. "Well it is different than your previous works, dear… Although I don't understand your decision behind choosing white as your primary color. You are usually more vibrant…"


"Well, I thought since I'm going to the academy… I might as well try to keep my armor design close to the uniform. It was really hard to put vibrant colors aside but it's worth it. I'd like nothing more than to join the Empire and keep the peace established in all planets." Alrich raised an eyebrow. "Are you sure about this, Sabine? You know that you'd have to allow your natural hair color to come back as well, right?" Sabine became a bit nervous before taking control of her emotions. "Yes and I'm ready for it…"


Alrich slowly walked towards his daughter's bed, sitting on it and looking at her. "A-Are you sure about this decision of yours, dear? Are you certain that you are making the right choice?" Sabine pouted before nodding quickly. "Ab-so-lutely, father. I'm 13 and I've already taken the tests, the answers will come today and I'm sure I'll be accepted. You've taught me how to fight since I was 9." Alrich slowly stood up before putting on a fake smile. "Well, I hope you've taken everything into consideration, my dear… Oh, and happy Life Day."


Afternoon had arrived and the breathtaking Mandalorian sun was a sight to behold. Clan Wren visited like always, bearing gifts for their Clan Leaders. Sabine was never a fan of regal formalities. There were many ways to describe Sabine Wren. Artistic, strong, smart, tactical, horrible at following rules and NOT regal in the slightest. She was too chaotic to be a proper royal family member.


As the time came to celebrate Life Day with a crazy Mandalorian party, Sabine sat by the side causing her mother to walk towards her. "Sabine, why aren't you celebrating Life Day?" Sabine rolled her eyes before taking a deep breath. "Because I am waiting for my Imperial academy test results." Before Ursa could respond, she was pulled by her husband to dance.


It was at the height of the celebration when the test results arrived. The entire room went silent, Ursa and Alrich intertwining their hands together. Sabine activated the holopad with a very proud and determined look on her face. As the holopad activated, the Imperial academy's seal of acceptance was revealed. The sight of the sign created a very mixed response from the crowd. Some Mandalorian clans cheered Sabine on while other clans (Clan Wren amongst them) went absolutely silent.


Sabine whispered to her family. "I'm going to the Academy!!!" With those words uttered, her mother's heart broke a hundred billion times, slightly leaning against her husband for support as Alrich held her in his arms with sorrow filling the space between them. All they could do was give her a regal forced smile before responding. "Congratulations, dear." Sabine felt like she was walking on clouds, unaware of the path that laid in front of her. She was walking into her living hell without any knowledge.


Lothal


The winds were howling and the rain was relentlessly pouring all over the Capital City streets. People were running to their homes as fast as possible. Nobody wanted to celebrate Life Day being as wet as a Loth-Rat. A young boy with black hair ran across the streets, as fast as possible. "Slyyth, wait a second…" And what he received was a mere. "Hurry, Dodger. We need to go under. I hate the rain." A figure covered in a cloak bumped into Dodger, almost falling to the ground. "Oh dear, Tseebo is so sorry… Tseebo has to go… Sorry." From what Dodger could see, the man was a Rodian.


The Rodian stumbled and slipped all over the place, trying to hold onto his cloak. "Kriff… What do the Bridgers possibly have to tell Tseebo that couldn't wait until tomorrow or at least after the celebrations?!" As he complained, the Rodian arrived to the doorstep of a house near the marketplace, knocking on the door caused it to open as soon as his hand made contact with it. "Oh… Tseebo… We're so sorry… We didn't know it would rain so harshly… But this is urgent… Come inside, please… Dry yourself off." A tall middle-aged man with indigo hair was standing at the door. As soon as Tseebo walked inside, his coat was taken and he was guided towards a warm heater.


Sitting down on a very comfortable sofa, Tseebo looked around. The lack of any and all Life Day decorations brought a confused look to the Rodian's face. "Ummm… where are the Life Day decorations?" A small and cute voice came from behind him. "Mom and dad said that we're getting ready for something special so… So we don't have enough time to decorate the house, uncle Tseebo." 


Tseebo turned around to see the child who was the source of the voice. He was very small, indigo haired like his father. If Tseebo was honest with himself, young Ezra Bridger looked exactly like his father. "S-So, do you know what's the special thing mom and dad are going to do?" Tseebo shook his head but before the child could question him any further, the father returned with his wife at his side. "Ezra dear, can you help mommy with getting your clothes? We're going on a trip, dear." The mother asked and with that, young Bridger ran alongside his mother to his room, chuckling with excitement. "W-What? Ephraim, did you… Did you finally decide to let go of your dangerous podcasts?" Ephraim shook his head before his wife joined him. "Ezra is picking his clothes. He picked one of your old jackets from when you were younger." Ephraim's face became drowned in sorrow.


"The risk you Bridgers take. Tseebo says you must think of your son." Tseebo protested. Suddenly Ephraim came closer to Tseebo. "HE'S ALL WE THINK ABOUT! WE'RE TEACHING EZRA TO STAND UP FOR PEOPLE IN NEED." His wife pulled him back a bit before continuing with a calmer tone. "We're fighting for our son's freedom." Tseebo shook his head before replying. "Tseebo not fight battle Tseebo know cannot be won. Neither should Bridgers." Ephraim sighed before saying. "The Imperials are on their way, Tseebo!... It's too late… We cannot escape without endangering our Ezra… But Ezra can escape…" Tseebo's eyes became widened as he asked. "The Imperials?! What do Bridgers want from Tseebo?" Mira Bridger took a deep breath before saying. "We want you to take Ezra… Take him away… Keep him safe."


Tseebo became concerned, rapidly shaking his head and saying. "T-Tseebo cannot do that… It's too dangerous… The Bridgers must find someone else…" Ephraim grabbed Tseebo by the shoulders, his eyes filled with tears, his voice shaking. "Tseebo… I'm begging you… If Ezra comes with us, he'll be arrested and killed… Please, take our child… Take care of him… We don't want Ezra to share our fate. We want him to live to fight another day… That boy has greatness in him… We know he'll be a hero someday… Just take him… If you value our friendship at all… Take him, Tseebo."


Tseebo looked into Ephraim's tearful blue eyes before sighing and responding. "Tseebo accepts…" Ephraim pulled his friend into the tightest hug before saying. "Thank you, Tseebo… Thank you…" Mira called out. "Ezra, dear… It's time." Ezra ran out of his room with his father's jacket loose around him. "I'm ready!" Ephraim kneeled, looking Ezra in the eyes. "Ezra, uncle Tseebo is going to take you to his house. Mom and dad will come later. Son, just remember to…" Ezra said in his little kind and innocent voice. "Stand up for people in need." Mira smiled as a tear left her eyes. "That's right, dear. Take care of yourself and know that mom and dad love you."


Tseebo slowly picked up little Bridger as he walked towards the door. "I love you too, mom. I love you too, dad." Little did he know that would be the last conversation they will ever have. Tseebo pulled his coat over Ezra to keep him dry while walking out into the rain. He looked back at his friends one last time, only to see Ephraim and Mira mouth the words. "Thank you." As Tseebo walked towards his house, he could hear a noise that made his entire body shudder. The terrifying soul crushing sound of Imperial boots running towards the Bridger residence. Ezra looked at the expression on Tseebo's face before asking. "What's going on?" Tseebo took a deep breath before sighing. "N-Nothing, Ezra… Everything will be alright…" Ezra took his first unknowing step along a new path and it was from that faithful night that his troubles began.
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Property of Ezra Bridger


The sun was shining bright in the sky; The heat was intense but bearable. The sweet summer breeze caressed the young Lothalian boy's face. Ezra was looking around with a bitter smile on his face. Ever since the day he lost everything, all Ezra had left was his hatred of the Empire. From that horrible day onward, Ezra started ruining every Imperial's day he could find. He stole a lot of Imperial helmets and wasn't planning on stopping anytime soon. Sarcasm and jokes had become a defensive mechanism for him, helping by hiding his pain. A few Loth-Cats passed him by and he gave them a glance before looking to the sky. Edgehawks were flying in circles and Ezra could swear he could hear music in his head.


The sound of fire fights came from outer space, causing Ezra to look up and around. Although it didn't make any difference. The dog fight was way higher. In space. He really wished he could see how it was. How it looked. He would love nothing more than to see the vastness, the beauty, the breathtaking endless sight of space. Even IF he knew it would never happen, sometimes he saw dreams of it. Very realistic dreams but he had decided long ago to stop paying attention to them.


The dreams were insane. It would seem that they were too symbolic to figure them out. The latest one was the craziest one yet. He saw a phoenix. But within that phoenix, he could recognize another figure. It was an owl. A very beautiful colorful owl. He couldn't get that picture out of his head. The amount of thought he had given the dream was unbelievable. Ezra had heard a beautiful tune in his dream as well.


Ezra couldn't keep himself from whistling the tune as he stepped across the field. He was casually walking when he suddenly realized something. The sound of fire fights and blasts were getting closer and closer. That was when he saw an unfamiliar ship zipping through the clouds, with a TIE fighter hot on its tail. The two opposing ships were firing at each other but it was the unfamiliar ship that finally achieved its goal. Shooting down its opponent.


The TIE fighter crashed to the ground and Ezra ran towards it. The sight was horrid. The ground beneath the crashed ship was ruined. The ship was up in smokes and Ezra couldn't help but think. "There might be something useful in there." So he ran once more. This time through the TIE parts and towards the hatch. He held his hand in front of his face, coughing a few times. When he got to the back view port on the TIE, Ezra smacked the glass a few times. "Mister! Hey, you okay? You alive?" He asked while trying to look through the glass.


"Get your hands off my craft! This fighter is property of the Empire." Was the response he received which only caused him to smirk. "Guess that means yes." Was what he said out loud. "Oh, just what I wanted. An Imperial idiot." Was what he thought. He climbed his way to the top side of the TIE before knocking on the hatch and then sitting on it. "I need to get off this ship…" It would seem the Imperial pilot was stressed. Ezra just looked around at the burning pieces of metal before exclaiming. "Not much of a ship anymore." With that being said, he slid down, attempting to open the hatch. "Besides, I'm just trying to open it up." Ezra opened the hatch, looking through the smoke to see an Imperial with a TIE pilot uniform. Ezra didn't say anything but he did think to himself. "I've got to add this helmet to my collection. It looks really nice." The Imperial took off his helmet, only to reveal himself as Baron Valen Rudor. He coughed a few times before narrowing his eyes at the young boy standing on top of his ship.


Ezra gave him a smirk before leaning over and saying. "Hey don't say thank you or anything." The baron gave the young Lothalian a look that spelled appalled. "Thank you?! Please… I'm an officer of the Imperial navy. I didn't need your help." He responded while looking at the ground semi-embarrassed. In the last few days, this was the second time he was embarrassing himself. At least this time, it was in front of a civilian instead of a superior.


Ezra jumped in before sarcastically commenting. "Of course not." Now, it was show time. Ezra put on a fake concerned face before continuing. "But wait, your sleeve's caught on the flight recorder." He pushed the Imperial officer back while Rudor asked. "It is?" Ezra pushed past him and grabbed the flight recorder, saying. "Let me just unhook it for you." The sound of the flight recorder leaving its socket grabbed the Imperial's attention. "What was that?" He tried to turn and look but Ezra was quicker. He blocked the officer's view while asking. "So why were you chasing that cargo ship? Were they smuggling?" Ezra was putting on his most convincing innocent curious tone. But the Imperial responded by getting close to the kid's face and giving a stern comment. "That's confidential informat…" Before he could finish his exclamation, Ezra interrupted with. "Woah there sir… A bit of metal caught on your ummm…" He pointed at the man's rear before saying. "Posterior…" Ezra was holding a chuckle. This was too easy for him.


He pushed the Imperial once more, informing him that. "Wouldn't want an officer of the Imperial Navy to go split his pants." While Ezra was bamboozling the poor officer, he was looking around his ship. Trying to make sense of what was going on and how was the status of his TIE fighter. "N-N-No… M-My pants…" He was mumbling, couldn't form complete sentences. The thought of him, a baron, splitting his pants in front of some boy or worse, an Imperial official, terrified him.


"That just wouldn't be dignified. Hold still now." While both people were struggling, it was the young Lothalian who stole yet another part of the ship. Faking the sound of struggle, Ezra said. "I almost got it." He put the stolen part back in his backpack while keeping the officer's head turned towards the TIE fighter's walls. "Now remember sir. No thank yous. Here, I'll take that." Ezra exclaimed as he grabbed the TIE pilot's helmet. "You didn't need my help." Ezra's quick words and quicker movement had confused the officer. "And besides…" That was when Ezra bended Rudor over and jumped on his back. Giving himself a lift and leaving the TIE, before saying. "I didn't come to help." Ezra jumped high in the air, performing a roll on the grass.


"Just came to score a little tech for the black market, you Loth-rat." He said before making his escape. The officer was boiling with rage. "Why you little… You'll be sorry." The Baron said before grabbing the TIE's offensive system controls. "You'll be dead. You'll be dead." The sound of fighter blasters arming themselves made Ezra stop in his tracks. Some inexplicable feeling caused him to jump aside at just the right time. Shots were fired and smoke came off of the scorched earth. Dirt and stones flied everywhere.


A smirk appeared on the officer's face but it disappeared as soon as he learned the boy was able to avoid his blasts. He couldn't believe his eyes. His mouth had literally fallen open from shock. Ezra took a deep breath and smirked. "I still got it." Was his thought. The officer exclaimed. "That's not possible…" With a bewildered expression on his face. More shots were fired but Ezra rolled out of the way once more, shooting a few shock balls of his own. They failed, hitting the protective glass of the TIE's front view port.


A triumphant smile formed on Rudor's face. Ezra calculated his next shot, aiming in the air and firing what would've been impossible on first try. One shock ball was shot and one shock ball hit the target. Ezra's target dropped on the control console unconscious. "Well that was fun." Was Ezra's opinion. He cleaned himself up before looking around for the TIE pilot helmet. "Now where…" He found it as soon as he lost it.


Grabbing the helmet and taking a closer look at it, Ezra said. "This helmet is property of Ezra Bridger." Chuckling as he continued. "It is now, anyway." He looked towards the TIE one last time, putting on the helmet and giving a sarcastic stiff salute. "Sir, thank you, sir." Ezra broke into laughter. It was rare moments like these that brought what little joy it could into young Bridger's life. Ezra started marching towards his "fort".


The young boy had stolen another piece of Imperial property. A wanted memo was laying in Ezra's hands, on it were two pictures alongside their respective information. "Confidential. Memo 234-AY-4523" Was the title. "Updated Alert: Rebel Activity, Outer Rim." Ezra's eyes focused on the rest. "Rebel activities? Here? On Lothal?! Are they crazy?!" He continued reading. "The following are considered arm and dangerous enemies of the Empire. If encountered, capture with extreme prejudice:" Ezra sighed and shook his head. "Yeah, our Empire is SO kind…" And with his little hate-filled comment, he continued reading.


There was a picture of a man with a goatee and what seemed to be a shoulder pad. Underneath him was a Twi'lek female. Green skinned and clad in pilot gear. Ezra shook his head before saying. "Who ARE these guys?" Ezra's curiosity was at an all-time high. He narrowed his eyes. "These guys are… Fighting the Empire? Seriously?..." Ezra thought about it for a few seconds. He honestly didn't know how he felt about it. He got up before taking a look outside, seeing the sun slowly going down. He took a deep breath before sighing. "Who cares… I'll just keep doing what's best for me… They can do what's best for them…"


Ezra had his day planned out. He was going to buy some food and fruits for his tower. The second thing on his list was to steal an Imperial shipment. He heard about a shipment of blasters and it was quite the exciting news. He was pretty excited. And why shouldn't he be?! The shipment was of Imperial grade blasters. He had seen it and heard about its next 2 locations a few days ago. Its first destination was going to be at an Imperial outpost tonight. He had to plan this perfectly. Not a thing should go wrong. "If I steal this stash, I'm gonna be rich."


The moon was shining through the balcony's entrance, giving the entire room some much needed light. Ezra ran his fingers through his hair, looking around for his backpack. Grabbing the backpack and a few equipment and parts. He walked out of his tower, taking a quick look at the dual moons slowly raising in the sky. The sweet sound of reeds brushing against each other filled the field as Ezra sped through towards the outpost he had marked. On his speeder, of course. You had to be nuts to go all that distance on foot. It was time to get wealthy.


A smirk was on Ezra's face as he arrived. He would be the galaxy's worst liar if he said that thinking about the past didn't make his smirk disappear. All that he had lost made him stronger but it hurt like hell. His face twisted into a frown as Ezra sighed. He was going to do this for everyone he had lost. For his dead parents. For Dodger. For Moreena. For Ferpil. For everything that had become a distant memory by now.


He locked his speeder bike in a dark alleyway before jumping over a fence and climbing to the top of a building. Looking down at the people below, he recognized a farmer who was struggling with his current situation in life. He was protesting and people were watching, for the most part. One of them requested. "Don't do it! It's not safe!" But it was too late. Ezra only shook his head before realizing that he wasn't alone up on the roof tops. That's when Ezra saw an armored girl. He quickly slid down the building's side, hanging on and looking at the girl. "Who is THAT?" His curiosity was peaked but he'd rather hide from a potential enemy than investigate her.


With that being said, he let go of the ledge, jumping down and taking careful steps through the buildings and towards the East entrance of the outpost. He did a flip over a crate, rolling behind a TIE fighter wing, looking around to see what's going on. Ezra had a feeling that he was not alone. In his years alone, he had developed what he called "An impressive gut feeling" about things. He made very successful guesses. Like the time he was able to fool an Imperial officer by guessing the content of his pocket. The officer was so shocked by the young boy's successful guess that he forgot to arrest him. Ezra thought of it as just a lucky hunch, although other people wouldn't see it that way.


A few noises grabbed Ezra's attention. Someone was inside the outpost… Painting?! He could swear that he heard the sound of spray paint being used. Then a few protests were heard. Looks like the Imperials had their hands full with an intruder. Well, it would seem that it was Ezra's lucky night. Although, as soon as he thought that, a couple of troopers came his way. They were looking for the OTHER intruder but he was stuck in the middle. He decided that helping whoever was causing the trouble was in his best interest. So he grabbed a wrench and threw it towards a TIE fighter's wing. The distraction caused the overall patrol system of the small outpost to be disoriented. "Boy is it fun to mess with these lazerbrains." Ezra thought to himself.


The young Lothalite smirked as he heard gun shots. The smirk turned into a quiet chuckle when he heard some real nice comments being made in the expense of the Imperials' pride. "There we go. Get going… You've got bigger Loth-fish to fry." Ezra thought to himself before hearing one of the Imperial officers say. "On our way." And with that, they ran off. Leaving Ezra with the crate he desired. After a few seconds of him struggling with the magnetic lock of the crate, he heard more shots being fired. Okay, Ezra's operation had officially gone out of hand. These stupid bucketheads were really struggling. He tried to pull on the crate but it was locked to the ground and he was NOT about to risk his life for a simple magnetic lock key.


Shaking his head and groaning before saying. "It would seem like I have to get myself out of here… These idiots are already on alert; I don't want to be someone else's distraction. Soooo, I'm gonna take this opportunity and get the hel out of here."


He decided to leave the outpost with nothing to show for his troubles. He ran towards an alley, hiding in the shadows. That was when he heard a massive explosion. Turning around, Ezra detected the source of all the ruckus. It was the armored girl from earlier. She really knew how to handle the bucketbrains. Ezra took a picture and was just about to leave but the sight was too beautiful to ignore. He kneeled, looking at the explosion, beautiful colors creating vibrant shades on his face. "Wow, she really did a number on those Imperials… And look at those colors." The mix of his favorite colors brought a rare gentle smile to his face.


His eyes were sparkling with excitement. Ezra slowly lowered his head before acknowledging how colorful the girl was. She had an amazingly designed and painted armor set. But while he was looking, he realized that the Mandalorian girl was looking back at him. That was when he disappeared. As if he had turned into dust. Learning to be stealthy and to use your environment for better movement was essential for survival in Lothal's streets. Ezra added what he had experienced that night to his journal. The Lothalian kid had decided to use it more often. Changing its name from Ezra's Journal to REBEL JOURNAL. He wanted to be remembered as a badass rebel, not just some poor kid on the streets.


Young Bridger jumped on his speeder and made his escape. That night when he arrived to his tower, he thought about the events that had unfolded. "Interesting night… I don't know whether to be excited about it or bummed out… That shipment… It could've been my way out of this miserable life…" He yelled before kicking his stash of droid parts. Looking around, Ezra realized that it wasn't too late. Taking a breath and saying. "I… I still have one. Last. Chance. Tomorrow, I'll grab it as it's being transported! That's the only opportunity left… But hey, that crazy girl and her explosions were pretty cool." He put his journal on the shelf. Quickly sliding down a rope onto what looked like a hand-made bed.


That night, Ezra had another dream. An owl revealing its face to him, a ship landing at his feet. A massive darkness almost engulfing him before 4 hands helped him out of it. The last thing he saw was of the owl landing on his chest and the phoenix wrapping its warm bright wings around him. Ezra Bridger didn't have a single clue what was going to happen to him on the very next day.
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SPARK OF REBELLION


Three Star Destroyers arrived in LoAthal's orbit, passing each other before coming to a halt. The commander's room was filled with a certain sense of dread and fear. It was cold and soulless. The hologram in the middle of the room gave a blue shade to the environment. A mechanical breathing sound echoed in the chamber. Darth Vader's strong and commanding voice declared. "The Jedi Knights are all but destroyed. And yet your task is not complete, Inquisitor." He was talking to his second in command.


The leader of the Inquisitorius was kneeling in front of his master's projection. His head hung low as a sign of respect and obedience. His master continued. "The emperor has foreseen a new threat rising against him. The Children of the Force! They must not become Jedi." Vader seemed unimpressed and emotionless. It would seem that he didn't sense any threat. All the Grand Inquisitor said was. "Yes, Lord Vader." His tone was obedient. He was intimidated by his master. "Hunt down this new enemy. And if they will not serve the Empire, eliminate them with any surviving Jedi who will train them." Vader was ruthless.


He continued with a grim tone. "This is my master's command." The Grand Inquisitor had his eyes closed, not daring to look the Dark Lord of the Sith in the eyes. "And so it will be done." With the contact ending, The Grand Inquisitor opened his eyes, revealing a pair of yellow Irises with red veins around them, in the middle of a black sclera.


Down on Lothal, "Fort Ezra"


After last night's unlucky events alongside a very strange dream, Ezra was feeling down. He laid his head on his arms. Thoughts from his past reminded him of his hidden pain. The young Lothalian, emotionally empty, looked at the Capital City before the shadow of a new Star Destroyer caused him to look up. Ezra was shocked to see the fearsome length of the unfamiliar ship.


Ezra took a look at the sun's position in the sky, determining that it was time to try out his luck. He shook his head before sighing. "My actual last chance, huh?... I would ask someone to wish me luck but one, I'm not one to need luck. And plus…" A sad sigh left his lips before whispering. "I don't have anyone left…" With that sad thought, Ezra grabbed a rope, sliding down to the floor below before descending with the elevator. As he arrived to the bottom floor, Ezra jumped on his speeder and rode off towards the city.


TIE fighters flew off in the sky, the market was as lively as ever. Although, yet another Imperial confrontation was in progress. The region's taskmaster and commandant were standing in front of a jogan seller, surrounded by 4 other stormtroopers. "Your identification. Now!" Taskmaster Grint demanded. The old Groat fruit seller exclaimed. "I'm just trying to sell a couple jogans here…" He tried to reason with the Imperials, only to receive "All trade must be registered with the Empire." From commandant Aresko as his response. His eyes were a shade of icy cold blue. It was hard to look into his eyes and not feel any sort of fear.


The Groat protested with a bitter. "I remember what it was like before your ships showed up, before you Imperials ruined Lothal like the rest of the galaxy." The old seller was brave. No one could deny that. But wasn't it foolish to criticize the Empire while surrounded by their personnel? A look of fear and worry was painted on the faces of people passing by. Aresko grabbed his comm immediately, reporting. "This is LRC-01. I'm bringing in a citizen under a charge of treason." Treason was Imperial slang for anyone who dared to talk their minds. The Imperial center replied with. "Copy that, LRC-01. Dispatch to Cell Block AA-33."


Two troopers grabbed the old Groat by the shoulders while the orders were synchronized. "Take him away." Commandant Aresko made his orders very clear. Although said in a cold voice. "You can't do this!" The jogan seller tried to protest, still believing that the Empire had boundaries and limits. Little did he know that in planets this far away from the core worlds, nobody had more power than the Empire. The fat Gamorrean-looking taskmaster took a mouthful of jogan before saying. "Yeah? Well, who's gonna stop us?" Looking around at the people watching, he continued. "You? You?"


The on-lookers dispersed while the taskmaster laughed it off. Ezra hated these two idiots more than any of the stationed Imperial personnel in all of Capital City. He rarely helped people out nowadays but seeing the poor Groat being dragged off was too much. "Okay, let's do this." Ezra said to himself while getting ready for one of his typical routines. He hung his head low, allowing his hair to cover up his face. These two brown headed Imps knew his face. "Hey, mister, a spare jogan?" Taskmaster Grint growled. "Move along, LOTH-RAT!" Ugh, Loth-Rat… Ezra hated that name… He pretended to be afraid, bringing his hands up in a defensive motion.


"Sorry, sorry. Not looking for trouble." As he talked, he snatched the commandant's comm device. He smirked before taking a closer look at the device in his hand, clearing his hair from in front of his face. "But it sure has a way of finding me." The young Lothalian quickly climbed up the side of a building before using the comm to distract the bucketbrains. "All officers to the main square! This is a code red emergency." As the Imperial officials heard the fake distress call, commandant exclaimed. "It's your lucky day, Lothal scum. You two, come with us!" He said to the two troopers holding the poor Groat. They threw the unfortunate seller to the ground before his basket of fruits were crushed by taskmaster Grint.


A pair of boots paired with orange pants appeared in front of the old Groat. Ezra continued his diversion. "Stay on alert! Repeat, this is a code red." The jogan seller quickly showed his appreciation by saying. "Thank you." Offering a jogan. A single thank you and a lonely little jogan was not enough to survive on the streets of Lothal and Ezra knew that. He replied with. "No. Thank you." While he was grabbing a few more jogans, the seller exclaimed. "Wait. Wait! What are you doing?!" Ezra gave him a cheeky smirk before saying. "Hey, a kid's gotta eat." And boy did he know how it felt to be starving with nothing to eat. As he gave a two finger salute to the citizen he just saved, the young Bridger left.


While the young Loth-Cat was scaling a building, the Groat asked himself. "Who is that kid?" The sad truth was; he had seen the young boy many times. He just hadn't cared enough to ask the same question before. Ezra slowly sneaked towards the edge of the building, taking a look below to see the commotion he had caused. "Copy that. We have reached the location and we are standing by." One of the troopers reported before he was questioned by the commandant. "What's the emergency?"


The officer who had no idea what his superior meant, asked. "Emergency?" Grint answered by saying. "You called in a code red." The troopers in that sector were loading up crates. Those crates were exactly the ones Ezra needed. The blasters shipment. There were six stormtroopers, three troopers in training and three officers present. The officer had to say. "I'm not sure what you mean." He didn't remember anyone from his squad calling in a code red.


The young Imperial official further explained. "My orders are to get these crates to the Imperial Portal." A smile found its way to Ezra's lips as he found the crate he was looking for. "Well, get them loaded then!" Aresko's tone had a hint of irritation in it. He thought that this young officer had just used his comm to bring them for pick-up duty. This was truly beneath the priorities of one of the Empire's commanding officers.


Ezra gave a soft chuckle before whispering to himself. "Almost feel bad for them." Another chuckle left his mouth and he emphasized. "Almost." His eyes suddenly went wide. He was experiencing an unfamiliar sensation. He could feel something flowing around him. A magnet-like flow grabbed his attention. Ezra had never felt this thing before. The flow slowly disappeared but it still left Ezra saying. "That was weird, I…"


Before he could finish his thought, the flow returned, causing him to rise up quickly and turn towards the source of this unknown sensation. As he turned around, he could see the people walking in the street but the man standing in the alley grabbed his attention. The flow seemed to resonate from within him. Narrowing his eyes, he tried to focus on the man.


Kanan was standing in an alley with Sabine not far behind. They had come to take the blasters shipment but as he was waiting, he felt something that he hadn't felt in a long time. He could feel the force, pulling him towards a certain unknown source. That was when he slowly turned around, looking towards the point where he felt the flow was coming from.


Ezra quickly hid himself before the rebel leader could see him and Kanan decided to ignore the strange familiar sensation. The force must be playing tricks on him. Entire years had passed since the last time he felt such connections. Ezra looked on as the rebel leader he had seen in his stolen Imperial memos walked down the alley and stopped at a random spot. Two subtle slaps on the leg and the signal was given.


Zeb, who was standing in a doorway with his eyes closed, slowly opened his eyes and walked away. Kanan walked until he was standing behind Sabine. That was when he repeated the signal. Sabine responded by slapping her left holster twice. "Okay, show time." She thought to herself. After seeing the entire exchange, the only words to leave Ezra's mouth were. "Interesting." He thought about what he had just seen. "So, these so called rebels are here looking for something… I hope they don't ruin my score… AGAIN." He might've been a little bitter for the events of the preceding night.


He smirked as he watched the colorful Mandalorian girl throw a device at one of the Imperial speeders. It quickly stuck to it and armed itself. The trooper in training heard the sound and tried to ask what the Mandalorian had done to his speeder. But before he could ask, he was blasted away by an explosion mere inches away from where he was standing.


Ezra couldn't believe what he had just seen. So the trainee just died but what was going to happen next. "That girl sure likes her explosions." He told himself. While everyone was coughing, the young officer standing next to the commandant and the taskmaster, yelled out his orders. "GET THOSE CRATES OUT OF HERE! KEEP THEM SECURE AT ALL COSTS!" The taskmaster called to stormtroopers to check on the corpse.


Ezra raised an eyebrow before thinking to himself. "All costs, huh? I like the sound of that." He knew he could outsmart the stupid Imps but he also knew that he held an advantage over the foreign rebels. Kanan blocked the alley's passage with a landspeeder causing the troopers carrying the crates to come to a halt.


He sarcastically asked. "How's it going?" Before jumping out of the landspeeder and landing a hard kick to the trooper that was commandeering the speeder up front. The trooper in second received a lethal blast to the face and the one at the back abandoned his speeder to take cover. They were both missing their shots and Imperial reinforcement was on the way. Three stormtroopers passed an alley on their way to the ambush. That was when Zeb popped out of the alley and started throwing people around. He threw the last troopers hiding behind cover, at each other and smirked. "Now this is a job well done." Zeb thought to himself.


Kanan slowly left his cover with a smirk on his face but before he could thank his comrade for the assist, Ezra swung towards the speeder and landed on it. He gave a two finger salute to the rebel leader and exclaimed "Thanks for doing the heavy lifting!" Zeb looked at the young Lothalite with a frown on his face. He tried to punch him out but Ezra was quicker than that. After dodging the Lasat's heavy hit, he sped away. Zeb sighed and asked. "Now what?!" Kanan quickly replied. "After that kid!"


Ezra ran over some troopers and evaded an Imperial officer. Kanan and Zeb ran over the last remaining stormtrooper before speeding past the Imperial officer. Sabine was standing on a roof top adjacent to the alley where the interactions had happened. She scanned Ezra and a smirk made its way to her lips. "Hey, it's the kid from last night! This boy is really crazy." She thought to herself before lunging towards the moving speeder, landing on the crates attached to it.


Ezra looked up and recognized the colorful Mandalorian. As she landed on the crates, he looked back at her. Stress and worry was apparent on his face. "This girl blows Imperials for fun, what's she gonna do to me?!" But before he could think about it anymore, his answer was given to him. "Pretty gutsy move, kid!" Sabine said. She had to give it to the kid, he was doing something that no one his age would even think about it. Well, no one except Sabine…


She pulled out her right blaster. If it was anyone else, she would shoot them on the spot. But this kid had gained her respect. Plus, he was too young for her to just dispatch him. Ezra gasped and for a moment, Sabine took a look at his expression. She was feeling extra merciful. What she did next was very uncharacteristic for her. She decided to let him go. While she shot one of the crate's magnet, she said. "If the big guy catches you, he'll end you!" She gave him a fair warning before saying. "Good luck!" A smile was on her face.


Ezra smirked, thinking to himself that he was the luckiest kid in Lothal. He had seen what that girl did to her enemies. So for her to let him go AND wish him good luck, he must've created a great first impression. Sabine looked on as her comrades chased the kid but she decided to stay out of it. It wouldn't be fair to the kid. Plus, she had just captured one of the crates. As she pushed the crate towards a desolate alley, she thought to herself. "I hope Kanan gets the kid before Zeb…"


Troopers blocked the alley that Ezra wanted to pass through but a feeling inside him told him that he could pass through without an issue. So he sped up. With Kanan on his back, shooting down all the unlucky bucketheads. Ezra thought the Rebel Cell was just the leader and the Twi'lek. Seeing their numbers, he asked himself. "Who ARE these guys?" Once more. He looked back at his pursuers but when he brought his attention to the front, the sheer number of people standing in front of him shocked him. He flew through them.


Kanan couldn't believe his current situation. He was chasing a KID who was being successful in evading him! How did this kid learn to drive like that?! At that age! Kanan couldn't help but say. "Who IS that kid?!" They had entered the highway but bad news came with the highway. Two troopers in training who were standing by as highway police started chasing them. They matched the description they had been given so they started shooting. Kanan was shooting back but all shots were missing.


Except a single shot hitting Ezra's right engine. As the speeder started shaking and rattling, Ezra exclaimed. "That's never good!" He flew off to another lane to avoid any further damage. He was able to dodge the oncoming traffic. Kanan couldn't believe his eyes so another collection of words left his lips. "How is this kid doing THAT?!" While he was trying to shoot down the Imperials following him, Zeb activated his Bo-Staff and slowed down his speeder. With a quick and precise hit to the head of one of the troopers in training, he disposed of him.


Kanan had slowed down to match the remaining trooper's speed. "Okay, you caught me! I give up!" Was what he told the trooper. It only confused the trooper as he said. "What the kriff?!" But while he was confused, a grenade fell through Kanan's sleeves. After activating it, he threw the explosive towards the trooper who caught it. A few moments later and all that was left of their opponent was dust and smoke.


Kanan and Zeb caught up to the kid but before they could stop him, Ezra sped up. Kanan gave Zeb the signal to take his crates to the Ghost while he pursued the Lothalian on his own. Zeb's ears dropped and he gave a thumbs up. He HATED being left out of all the action. Kanan detached his crates, leaving Zeb to pick them up and say. "If Kanan catches that kid, I'm gonna end him!" As the chase continued, Sabine arrived at the Ghost. "Hey! Hey, Hera! Lock on Kanan's location!" Hera ran out of the cockpit with widened eyes. "What's wrong this time?!"


Sabine couldn't help but chuckle. "We were going to steal the whole shipment but one of the locals stole two of the crates." Hera's disbelief was further increased with Sabine's statement. "WHAT?! What do you mean?!" Sabine shrugged before further explaining. "One of the locals. I saw him last night. " Hera groaned before running back to the controls. "This planet keeps getting weirder and weirder."


Meanwhile, Kanan was able to stop his target. Ezra sighed and punched the speeder. Had he just lost his last chance at a better life? Ruined, by the same people? TWICE! He couldn't believe it. "Who are you?!" Kanan responded with. "I'm the guy who was stealing that crate." Ezra tried to reason with the rebel leader. "Hey, look, I stole this stuff, whatever it is, fair and square." He pouted which only caused Kanan to chuckle. "And you made it pretty far. But I've got plans for that crate. So today is not your day."


Ezra noticed the TIE fighter approaching them which caused a smirk to form on his lips. "Day's not over." Was his last respond. While he got away, Kanan finally heard the TIE's engine. "Wonderful…" Was his sarcastic comment on the current bizarre situation. With his speeder blown up to smithereens by the TIE fighter, Kanan's only immediate method of chasing after the kid was destroyed.


Ezra teased him one last time by saying. "Have a good one." Kanan was about to protest but he couldn't. Instead, he realized that he had an Ace up his sleeve. This only caused him to smirk and shake his head. "This is Spectre-1, I need a lift." Before he could say anything else, Hera responded with. "Already on my way. Sabine just told me what happened."


Her comment only caused him to shake his head once more. "We NEED that crate if we want Vizago to stay on our side." Hera nodded and with that, they flew in the direction Kanan knew the kid had taken. Meanwhile Ezra noticed that the TIE had decided to pursue him. "Whatever's in these crates must really be worth it!" Between all the chasing and escaping, he had forgotten what he had stolen. The TIE fired a few shots, missing him.


"BETTER BE WORTH IT!" He wanted a better life but considering dead people didn't HAVE a life, he just hoped that he could make it out alive. A few more shots and this time, it hit. The engine exploded, throwing Ezra far along the fields. He took a look at the burning wreckage before switching his attention towards the TIE that was approaching him fast. "So this is how it ends? Blown to pieces by a TIE?! What a way to go, Bridger…" Ezra froze in his spot. Just when he was ready to leave this world, the Imperial fighter exploded into scraps.


Turning around, he recognized the ship he'd seen yesterday. The cargo ship was hovering in front of him, its entrance was open and the rebel leader was standing in the middle of its ramp. He smirked when he saw the kid's predicament. "You want a ride?" Ezra thought about it and was about to say no… But four other TIEs were getting closer to them by the minute. Kanan heard their engines and insisted. "Kid, you have a better option?! Come on!" He extended his hand. Sure, the kid had intensified his day but that was no reason for him to leave him for dead.


Ezra went towards the crate and Kanan's eyes went wide. The kid's actions caused his voice to rise. "LEAVE THE CRATE, YOU'LL NEVER MAKE IT!" Ezra activated the crate's float mechanism and pushed it before pulling it up, using its momentum to lift off the ground. He landed the crate on the Ghost's ramp. Kanan couldn't believe his eyes. This kid was FULL of surprises. All he could say was "Woah…" Ezra pulled himself up and pushed the crate further up the ramp. After that, they both pulled the crate into the cargo bay.


The Ghost was escaping the pursuing TIEs but the situation inside Ghost was much more intense. Ezra brought his head up only to see the big furry guy, the rebel leader and the colorful armored girl. Zeb lifted the crate's lid before Ezra put on his fake innocent tone. "Oh… Do you have any idea what these are worth on the black market?" He picked up one of the blasters and Kanan replied. "I do, actually." Zeb gave a warning. "Don't get any ideas." Ezra responded with. "They're mine."


Zeb grabbed the blaster out of his hands before saying. "If you hadn't gotten in our way…" That was when Ezra got in his face and said. "Too bad. I got to them first." Zeb was this (-) close to ripping the kid's head off. Kanan came in the middle and said. "It's not who's first. It's who's last." Meanwhile Sabine was standing on the side, a smirk on her face. "Looks like Zeb finally found someone as stubborn and childish as him." She thought to herself.


Before leaving the cargo bay area, Kanan ordered Zeb and Sabine to. "Keep an eye on our friend here." Sabine was taking a long look at the kid. "It's hard to believe that this little Loth-Rat gave Kanan all this trouble…" Hera looked at Kanan from behind the controls. "You said this was a routine op. What happened down there?" He had told her that a local got in the way but she didn't think the local could cause THIS much trouble. Chopper responded with. "He messed up big time." Kanan threw his hands up before saying. "Chopper, please. It's been a difficult morning." Hera just responded with a soft. "He has a point, love. We've got four TIE fighters closing in." While the Ghost was performing evasive maneuvers, Kanan continued with. "Hera, how about a little less attitude and a little more altitude?"


And with that, their usual banter had begun. It only caused Hera to smirk. Doing a spin and causing Kanan to fall on his seat. She was trying to hide her smirk but Kanan knew better. He replied with a sarcastic. "If I didn't know better, I'd think you did that on purpose." Hera protested with. "If you knew better, we wouldn't be in this situation. Seriously, Kanan, what happened?" Kanan pointed at the cargo bay's camera. "He did." Zeb was trying to hold still and Ezra was sitting on his stolen crate. "Look, I was just doing the same thing you were. Stealing to survive."


Zeb didn't like that this new kid was basically calling them thieves. They were thieves. But more like Rodian Hood kind of thieves. "You have no idea what we were doing. You don't know us." He gently pushed the kid. Ezra returned the push before saying. "And I don't want to." He didn't want to have any association with these rebels. He continued with. "I just want off this burner." Zeb got up in his face and gave a little threat. "Please. Nothing would thrill me more than tossing you out while in flight."


Hera couldn't believe her eyes. When Sabine and Kanan said one of the locals, she thought they meant an adult citizen. Not a… KID. "A kid tripped you up? Must be some kid. Spill it." Kanan tried to avoid the embarrassment, so he replied with. "Aren't you a little busy at the moment?" Hera just raised an eyebrow and repeated herself. "Spill." Kanan started explaining what had happened while one of the TIE pilots landed a few successful shots on the Ghost.


The people that were waiting in the cargo bay stumbled. Sabine was able to regain her balance but Zeb fell on top of Ezra which knocked the breath out of his lungs. He thought the weight was bad but the smell was even worse. He said. "Get off. I can't breathe." He had lived in SEWERS that smelled better than Zeb. Zeb thought the kid was talking about his weight so he protested. "I'm not that heavy in this gravity." After they both got up, Ezra said. "Not the weight, the smell!" Sabine was barely able to hold her chuckle. A smile had formed on her face. Looks like the kid didn't want to live a long life. Zeb felt embarrassed at first but then anger took over. "You don't like the air quality in here? Fine. I'll give you your own room."


He grabbed the kid by the foot, causing him to protest. "Hey. Stop!" But before he could say another word, he was dragged along the floor. "Let go." Zeb threw him in a storage room. Kanan finished his story-telling by telling how the kid was able to bring himself and the crate up to the storage area. Hera had to say it. "Kid sounds impressive." She thought the kid would be a very useful member but Kanan knew her too well. He responded with. "You're not thinking what I think you're thinking." Hera stated her case. "He held onto a crate of blasters with a pack of troopers on his tail." Kanan protested. "Because I was there to save him! He's a street rat. Wild, reckless, dangerous and…"


With every word, Hera's smirk grew wider. Kanan was basically describing himself when she had first met him. His next word confused her. "Gone?" Kanan quickly activated the ship's comm. "Zeb, Sabine. Where's the kid?" Sabine was about to gun one of the turrets when another ship caused her comrade and her to stumble again. Zeb responded. "Calm down, chief. He's in…" As he opened the storage, the sight of an empty space caused his eyes to go wide. While scratching his head, he finished his sentence. "Here…" Sabine looked up at the opened air vent. This kid was as resourceful as a Mythosaur. While crawling in the vents, Ezra heard the rebel leader ask. "Zeb, where is he?!" Zeb responded with the best thing he could. "Well, he is still in the ship."


Sabine had gotten a bit frustrated at Zeb's inability to keep the kid. "Oh, he's IN the ship all right." Was her sarcastic answer. Hera used the situation to her advantage, trying to convince Kanan. "Very creative. Sounds like someone I used to know." She gave Kanan a glance which pulled a groan out of him. He walked out of the cockpit. Ezra fell out of a loose vent panel. He pulled himself up, sitting on the chair next to him. When he opened his eyes, the sight equally terrified and excited him at the same time.


He was so happy that it almost made him speechless. "I'm… I'm in space!" His eyes were wide with wonder, looking around only to realize that two TIE fighters were coming towards him. After firing a few shots, Ezra looked at it from a different perspective. He was about to die. HE WAS ABOUT TO DIE?! He said it out loud. "AND I'M ABOUT TO DIE!"


Hera reported. "Shields are holding for now, but you need to buy me time to calculate the jump to light speed." Kanan had gotten himself to the top turret, responding with. "Buying time… NOW!" And with that, he started firing at their pursuers. One of the fighters turned into space dust. Ezra saw it happen and it only baffled him more. "Wow…" Was the only word he was able to get out. Meanwhile Sabine had gotten to the turret room.


Seeing the kid excited beyond belief at the sight of space was nice and all but she had bigger fish to fry. She walked up to the chair and pulled the kid off of it, pushing him out of the room. Sabine couldn't really see that well from behind her helmet in the vastness of space. She would challenge herself sometimes by leaving her helmet on while shooting but this wasn't one of those times.


Ezra was about to protest when the Mandalorian girl took off her helmet, revealing the most breathtakingly beautiful girl he had ever seen. Sure, there were countless girls on Lothal but none of them were as gorgeous as the one standing in front of him. Sabine looked at him as his jaw fell open, the look he gave her caused a frown to form on her face. She got behind the turret without a single word.


Ezra looked at her for a few seconds. Seeing her without the helmet on had humanized her. She didn't seem so scary any more. "Okay, Bridger. This might be the start of a wonderful relationship so say something cool." He thought to himself before saying. "My name's Ezra. What's yours?" He was smirking on the outside but on the inside, he just face palmed himself. "REALLY?! That's the best you can do?! Come on, Bridger, you're better than this…" Sabine rolled her eyes, thinking to herself. "Really, kid?! That's the best you can do?... I really hope you're better than a flirty little Loth-Rat…" Zeb saved her from more horrible one-liners by lifting Ezra off his feet and replying. "My name's Zeb, you Loth-Rat."


Ugh, there it is again… Loth-Rat… He couldn't help but think that he deserved it this time… All he could do was give a fake innocent smile so the big guy wouldn't bash his face in. Hera's voice came from the comm. "Calculations complete, but we need an opening." Sabine focused on the TIE fighter in front of them. "Found one." She said before blowing the stupid Imperial fly box into pieces. And with that, Hera said. "Entering hyperspace!" Zeb was still holding the kid and Ezra was still trying to get himself out of the sticky situation.


As the ship travelled into hyperspace, Ezra saw the most breathtaking scene he had ever witnessed in his entire life. There were no words to describe the endless beauty that just unfolded in front of him. He had heard about it but never seen it. The stars were reflected in his eyes. Meanwhile on Lothal, the Imperials had locked down the area of attack. Troopers were everywhere and a few AT-STs were scouting the area. Some troopers were scanning the place.


One of the troopers was asking his superior. "What happened here, sir?!" The officer looked at him before responding. "A rebel attack… It's the 3rd one this week…" The trooper continued his line of questions. "Do you think they are connected, sir?" The officer raised an eyebrow before saying. "Trooper, you are asking questions that are far above your rank." The trooper nodded before asking. "What are we going to do? What are the commandant's orders?" The officer sighed before replying. "I'm afraid it's out of his hands… One of the best Imperial officials arrived a few moments ago. He's the best that the ISB can offer. Everything will be just fine."


Meanwhile on a rooftop, two troopers and commandant Aresko were conversing with a higher ranking Imperial. "They knew our protocol and were waiting in position." The ISB agent sighed before responding while looking over his shoulder. "I've no doubt. You're not the first on Lothal hit by this crew." Aresko said his next words without thinking. "That's a relief." He quickly adjusted his cap before correcting himself. "I mean, I assume that's why you're here, Agent Kallus."


Kallus took off his helmet and turned around. "The Imperial Security Bureau pays attention to patterns. When the Empire's operations are targeted on an ongoing basis, it could signify something more than the theft of a few crates. It could signify the spark of rebellion. Next time they make a move; we'll be waiting for them to snuff out that spark before it catches fire."


Back on Ghost, Zeb dragged Ezra towards the cockpit while he protested. "Let go! You can't keep me here! Take me back to Lothal!" Even though it had been exciting, it was too much for Ezra. He couldn't take it. Zeb was about to give a heavy headbutt to the poor kid when Hera said. "Calm down. That's exactly what we're doing." Her response worried Ezra. Were they going to punish him for what he just said. "Wait, right now? With Imperials chasing us?" He asked.


Hera smiled before softly replying. She was being gentle with the kid. While he was brave and resourceful, he was still a kid and unlike Sabine, he didn't come from a race of warriors. "We lost the TIEs when we jumped and the Ghost can scramble its signature so they won't recognize us when we return." That was her reason for naming her uncle's former ship; The Ghost. Ezra couldn't keep himself from getting excited. "Oh, that's pretty cool!" But he couldn't let them see that he's excited. Any emotion was weakness to him. He switched back to his protesting face. "So just drop me and my blasters outside Capital City and…"


The door to the cockpit opened up. Sabine had gotten tired of him calling them HIS blasters. Sure, the kid had stolen them but without them, he didn't have a chance. Not to mention the fact that she LET him get away. "They're not YOUR blasters." She exclaimed while Kanan continued. "And we're not going back to Capital City. The job's not done." Sabine took a look at the kid. He was pretty resourceful but his mindless stubbornness was pretty annoying too. After Ghost returned to Lothal, Ezra made his exit, walking out only to see an unfamiliar town in the distance.


Hera looked at Kanan and grabbed one of the crates. "Let's get going, love. We're already too late." Kanan looked at Zeb and Sabine before giving them a nod to take the rations to Tarkintown. Ezra saw them splitting up so he asked. "Hey, where are they going?" Zeb responded with another threat. "If I told you, I'd have to kill you. And I might just kill you anyway." Sabine looked at the Lothalian standing there, doing nothing. She decided to give him something to do. "Grab a crate, pull your weight." Ezra grabbed a third crate and walked into the town with Zeb and Sabine to his right.


People were laying in what was streets (For the lack of a better term), some of them looked weak and ill. Others looked like they were near starvation. The whole place looked gloomy. The young Lothalian kid could see that the people there were as unfortunate as him. Not a single credit to cry about. Ezra decided to ask what was on his mind. "Lived on Lothal my whole life. Never been here." Sabine was the one to reply. "The Imperials don't advertise it." Zeb continued. "Locals call it Tarkintown." Sabine finished the information. "Named for Grand Moff Tarkin, Governor of the Outer Rim."


The mere mention of Tarkin's name brought a deep frown to Zeb's face. He hated the old kriffer. Tarkin was a monster, one of the Empire's most useful and effective leaders. He was the man behind Empire's early military success. One of the key characters leading the Imperial forces into the battlefield. One of the people who ruled over planets with an iron fist. Calling Tarkin a monster would be unfair… To all monsters.


Ezra looked at the people around, recognizing one of the humans sitting. He was the farmer he had seen last night. The one who protested about losing his farm before being kicked out of the Imperial outpost. Sabine continued. "He kicked these folks off their farms when the Empire wanted their land." Zeb informed Ezra that. "Anybody tried to fight back got arrested for treason." Ezra couldn't help but remember all the times the Empire had ruined HIS life.


Hera and Kanan had arrived at their rendezvous point and were awaiting their contact's statement. Surrounded by security droids, Vizago asked. "Any problems procuring these lovely ladies?" Kanan didn't like Vizago and sure as Hel didn't like conversing with him either so he gave a snappy response. "Nothing we couldn't handle, Vizago. Your intel was accurate. This time." Hera put her hand on her hip before continuing with a smirk. "We got the goods and took a bite out of the Empire. That's all that matters." Vizago had commanded his droids to pick up the crates.


Vizago couldn't help but smirk. He would laugh but he found the whole situation pitiful. The criminal mastermind put business above all and found his contacts' devotion to ruining the Empire quite laughable. He responded with. "Business is all that matters. But I love that you don't know that." While he was letting his thoughts be heard, he picked up some credits out of the crate that his droid was holding for him. He gave some of the credits to Kanan before the rebel leader said. "Keep going." Which caused Vizago to say. "I could. Or I could stop and trade the rest of the bounty for another bit of intel you've been begging after."


Kanan looked over to his beloved, reading her mind as she asked. "The Wookiees?!" A devious smile appeared on Vizago's face as he confirmed. "The Wookiees." Back in Tarkintown, the trio had set up their crates of rations with Zeb yelling. "Who wants free grub?" People were gathering around, appreciative and thankful for these few good beings. Some of them grabbed fruits out of Ezra's crate. One of them who was a Rodian, decided to thank the young boy with a warm response. "Thank you. Thank you SO much." He placed a hand on Ezra's shoulder before going away.


Ezra looked at his shoulder before looking at the being who just thanked him. He felt guilty. As if he didn't deserve what he had received. He was arguing with the Lasat over who should have a crate of blasters and now people were thanking him for work he didn't do. He quietly said to himself. "I didn't do anything…" Seeing the two rebels divide the rations between people reminded him of a memory. A distant memory, one he had forgotten. The sound of rain filled his head. The voice of a man talking with love echoed in his mind. "Remember to…" A kid continued the man's testament. "Stand up for people in need." A sigh left Ezra's mouth.


Ezra returned to the Ghost, sitting on a crate and watching Tarkintown from afar. Suddenly a sensation he had felt for the first time the day before, pulled him towards the Ghost's interior. He walked inside, being dragged towards the source by instinct. He climbed up a ladder and looked around until he arrived at Kanan's room. Ezra placed his hand on the door feeling the flow exit the room. Chopper saw him opening the door with a droid arm.


After entering the room and sitting on the lower bunkbed, Ezra felt the flow again. "Okay, weird…" Was what he said as the flow directed his movement causing his hand to accidentally open a secret compartment below the bed. There, in a small space, laid a strange looking cube. Different shapes were engraved on it and something was hidden within. Ezra's first thoughts were. "Might be worth something." He slowly put the cube in his bag. After pulling the compartment further out, he discovered a metallic cylinder. It seemed like the thing was calling him.


He grabbed the cylinder, tinkering with it a bit before it was ignited, revealing itself to be a lightsaber. A blue one. Ezra slowly moved it around. He wasn't in control of his motions, something was guiding his hand. The whole thing caused him to say. "Woah!" Again. That was when the door to the room opened. Kanan stood at the doorway with a clearly upset look on his face.


He just warned the kid. "Careful. You'll cut your arm off." He had seen other beings hurt themselves with the Jedi's traditional weapon. One of these beings cut her own head off trying to figure out how the thing she had stolen worked. Hera and Chopper joined him. Chopper said. "Look at the little Loth-Rat. He's stealing." Ezra tried to explain his way out of it. "Look, I know you're not gonna believe me, but it's like this thing wanted me to take it…" He was being honest.


But just because the Lothalian was being honest didn't mean Kanan was going to believe him. He simply crossed his arms, replying. "You're right, I don't believe you. Now hand me the lightsaber." Hera narrowed her eyes. She didn't know whether to believe the kid or just dismiss his explanation. As soon as Ezra heard the weapon's wielder call out its' name, his eyes sparkled with excitement. He had heard tales about the Jedi and their lightsabers. How they defended the galaxy long before his time. He had to ask. "Lightsaber? Isn't that the weapon of the Jedi?"


Kanan's face turned into a deeper frown and his tone became more serious. "Give it to me, and get out." Ezra slowly handed the lightsaber and exited the room, giving Hera and Kanan a sad look. Great, yet another place that kicks me out. He hadn't been near a family since he was 7 so he didn't know how to act. The only family he had known after his parents was Dodger and he was okay with him stealing stuff. "Well, at least I still have this golden cube thing." He thought to himself. Kanan disassembled his lightsaber before attaching it to his belt. Hera had asked Kanan to give the kid a chance and Kanan told her. "Now we'll see."


Sabine was standing in the kitchen, enjoying her daily cup of Caf when Ezra wandered in. She had seen how the kid disobeyed every single order he was given. It kinda reminded her of herself. She asked. "Not too good at following directions, are you?" Ezra scratched the back of his head. He felt the girl standing in front of her was the same as him so he asked. "Not so much. You?" His question made Sabine chuckle. It would seem that the kid was smarter than she gave him credit for. "Never been my specialty." Ezra continued his questioning. "Who are you people? I mean, you're not thieves exactly." He might've called them that earlier but seeing how they cared for the people of Tarkintown, changed his perspective. Sabine thought to herself. "This kid can actually talk like a normal being if he wants to?" She decided to answer his question.


"We're not exactly anything. We're a crew. A team." She thought about it for a second before saying. "In some ways, a family." Even the mere mention of family made Ezra ache for his past. His wounds were ready to open at any second. Family… That word had lost all meaning to him. He fell silent. Looking at the ground without saying a single word. Sabine's attention was suddenly grabbed by the unexpected change in the kid's expression. She recognized that look… It was all too familiar to her… It was the same look she had when she thought about her family and how she had to leave them behind.


A tiny glimmer of concern shone in her eyes. Ezra felt her gaze on himself so he tried to break the tension with a question. "W-What happened to your real family?" He remembered his parents, vivid warm memories still laid in the back of his mind. His father's warm and kind voice, his mother's soft and caring embrace. Sabine didn't like to talk about her family but she still didn't want to block the kid's attempt at talking with her. "The Empire." Was all she could say about it right now.


From the looks of it, the young local boy knew the same pain so she asked the same. "What happened to yours?" Before Ezra could respond, Zeb entered the room. He informed Sabine that. "Kanan wants us in the common room." After that, he knocked on Chopper's head. "If he tries anything, sound the alarm or shoot him." Chopper asked. "Which one do you want?!" Zeb just said. "Shush. Just watch him." Sabine shook her head before grabbing her helmet and walking towards the room's exit.


She thought about their conversation. That look… That damn look… She knew how much pain the kid was in from that single look… He didn't deserve any cold shoulder. She decided to be a little gentler with him and said. "Sabine. My name's Sabine." She didn't tell anyone what her real name was but something familiar about this boy convinced her that she can trust him. Ezra was taken back by the girl's response and a smile formed on his face. Although, since he was supposedly "in love" with this girl now, he started unknowingly walking towards her.


Before he could do anything else, Chopper blocked his path. "Just let it go." Was Chop's response. Although the kid couldn't understand what he was saying. He didn't know droid. Ezra looked around a bit before Chopper said. "Oh noooooo." In a threatening tone. Back in the common room, the whole crew had gathered around a table. Zeb was leaning on the far right side of the couch while Sabine sat on the far left. Hera and Kanan were standing next to each other. Now was the proper time for Kanan to inform the group that. "We have a new mission. Vizago acquired the flight plan for an Imperial transport ship full of Wookiee prisoners." Hera continued with. "Most of these Wookiees were soldiers for the Old Republic."


Zeb remembered how the Wookiees and the Lasat fought side by side. "I owe those hairy beasts. They saved some of my people." Hera remembered her own encounters with Wookiees and said. "Mine, too." Kanan continued. "If we're going to save them, we've got a tight window. They've been taken to an unknown slave labor camp. If we don't intercept this ship, we'll never find them. Now, I have a plan," A loud clank from the storage stopped Kanan mid-sentence while he mindlessly finished with. "But…"


As the storage door was opened, the Ghost crew saw the young Lothalite eavesdropping on their briefing. He fell to the ground. Hera narrowed his eyes, Kanan was just annoyed, Zeb had a dumbfounded look on his face. While others were thinking "How slippery IS this kid?!" Sabine had a hand under her chin thinking about. "How slick is this kid to escape Chopper?" Ezra tried to climb back into the vent but Zeb had other plans. Pulling him out and throwing him on the floor.


"I ORDERED CHOPPER TO KEEP WATCH!" He was boiling with anger while Sabine couldn't help let a smile form on her lips. Chopper came out of the room, complaining. "The little kriffer hit me with a shock blast!" Zeb growled and the room's attention suddenly turned towards him. "Can we PLEASE get rid of him?!" He was going to break the kid in half. Which is exactly why everyone held him back.


Sabine didn't want the poor kid to die. "No. We can't." Was the first part that came out. Ezra smiled, thinking that she must've had a crush on him as well. His stupid imagination was ruined when she continued with. "The kid knows too much." Hera was the one to help him up, saying. "We don't have time to take him home anyway. We need to move now." Zeb's frown was deeper than ever. He wanted to rip the kid apart. What's up with everyone going easy on the little Loth-Rat?! Hera said with a calm tone. "I'LL keep an eye on him."


Kanan didn't know what his beloved was planning. Is she seriously considering this?! That kid could never see anything past himself. Hera took Ezra to the cockpit and while she was calculating their path, he talked. "You know, this whole MISSION thing is nuts. I'm not against sticking it to the Empire, but there's NO way I'd stick my neck out this far. Who does that?" He really couldn't understand their logic. The biggest risk he had taken against the Empire was when he and Dodger were trying to steal stuff for Slyyth and he remembered how that ended.


Hera just responded with a soft. "We do." He felt kind of embarrassed because of what he said. He remembered his parents… They used to stick out their necks… And look where it got them… Dead. Just like Dodger…


They came out of Hyperspace. In front of them, a TIE transport was stationed in the middle of space. Hera communicated with them, saying. "Imperial Transport 651, this is Starbird, coming inbound." She still used the name her uncle had given the ship whenever she wanted to stay hidden. Ezra sadly shook his head, it would seem more people were going to join Dodger and his parents. An Imperial official responded to Hera with. "State your business." Hera covered up by saying. "Bounty. We captured an additional Wookiee prisoner and have transfer orders to place him with you." The Imperial officer replied. "We have no such orders." And with that, two TIE fighters were detached, flying towards the Ghost.


Hera knew how to play with these idiot Imps. "That's fine. We already got paid by Governor Tarkin. If you don't want the oversized monong, I'll jettison here. Let you explain to your superiors why the Empire has one less slave." Nothing scared Imperials more than failure in accomplishing a superior's orders. It's true, the Empire was the most organized government of all time but even the Empire had some issues from time to time. Luckily, lack of communication was one of them.


Ezra narrowed his eyes. "They're done for." But that was when the Imperial official gave the order. "Permission to dock. Bay 1." Hera smirked at Ezra and he just looked away. "They got lucky this time." Was what he thought to himself. The Imperial official looked over his shoulder and ordered two of his troopers to intercept the Wookiee and escort the bounty hunters to their designated location. When the bucketheads arrived at the airlock and it opened, they were shocked to see an intimidating figure standing next to two humans. Although it didn't look much like a Wookiee. It was purple and it had a long goatee.


One of the stormtroopers said. "That thing's not a Wookiee." To which Kanan replied. "Haven't you ever seen a rare hairless Wookiee before?" His response embarrassed Zeb to no end. He gave his best shot at speaking Shyriiwook. The attempt was so horrible that Sabine and Kanan's eyes went wide for a second. The troopers looked at each other for a bit. But the gig was going on for too long so Zeb just said. "Ugh, forget it!" Before knocking out both troopers with a single punch. "Told you they wouldn't buy it."


Sabine came into the ship and said. "You didn't exactly give 'em a chance to buy it." With closer inspection, she saw that the trooper's helmets had cracked. One of them was probably dead. Zeb confessed while rubbing the back of his neck. "There's just something about the feel of their helmets on my fists." He laughed with joy.


Sabine always looked at Zeb like a brother. And just like a brother, she thought that he acted VERY childish from time to time. Kanan said. "Okay, you know the plan. Move out." He immediately informed Hera. "No troopers. Security's soft." But before he could say anything else, his signal was jammed. Hera said. "Spectre-1, come in. Spectre-4? Spectre5?! Comm's down… No, not down… Jammed!" Ezra could feel something. The others were in danger. He would usually keep his mouth shut in situations like this.


But the Twi'lek's worried expression convinced him to warn her. "Something's coming." As he said that, an Imperial ship came out of Hyperspace. Hera yelled. "That's an Imperial Star Destroyer!" Ezra figured out the situation. "This whole thing was a setup!" Hera accepted his words. "It's beginning to look that way."


Aboard the Star Destroyer, a squad of stormtroopers were following the command of ISB Agent Kallus. He ordered. "Prepare to board." It was his plan to set a trap for these rebels. He knew their next target would be this transport so he arranged an unforeseen ambush. And it would seem that everything was going according to his plan.


Hera told Ezra to. "You need to board the transport and warn them!" Ezra was shocked and so he asked. "What?! Why don't you do it?" Hera explained. "I need to be ready to take off, or none of us stands a chance." Ezra was terrified. "No, no way! Why would I risk my life for a bunch of strangers?!" Hera was a bit annoyed that she had to tell him why but she did anyway. "Because Kanan risked his for you…" Hera decided to get in contact with the kid's inner kindness. "If all you do is fight for your own life, then your life is worth nothing." She softened her tone before choosing honesty as her last defense. "They need you, Ezra. They need you right now."


As they were being pulled towards the Star Destroyer, Ezra looked up, he really didn't know what to do. All the people who had died in this path came back to him… What was he going to do?
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Ezra still couldn't decide what he was going to do. What he SHOULD do… Should he listen to his experience… Putting your neck out always leads to death, Bridger…? Or should he listen to something else that had been boiling inside him. Ever since Tarkintown, an inner voice was telling him to do the right thing. He tried to ignore it but how could he?! Everyone he knew and loved did the same. They all sacrificed themselves for the good of other beings. His parents stood for something great, Dodger literally saved Ezra's life by sacrificing his own.


Ezra was really struggling with this one. "Listen, our crew boarded that transport to selflessly rescue Imperial prisoners. They have no idea they walked into a trap. No idea what's coming!" Hera's voice popped him out of his thoughts. With each word, Ezra's stress level was coursing through the roof. "You need to go warn them, Ezra." Hera told the young Lothalite.


"No, it's too late for them, Hera. We should run now, while…" Ezra was saying these words but his mind was saying something else. "You DON'T mean that!" Hera interrupted. Ezra shook his head and said. "I do! I swear, I do…" He looked up at the Star Destroyer once more. His morality was the victor of his inner conflict. "Which is why I can't believe I'm doing this!" And with that, he ran out of the cockpit and towards the airlock.


A gentle smile formed on Hera's face. She'd guessed right. The kid was more than even he thought himself to be. "I can." Was what she said. Even though Ezra had decided to help the rest of the crew, Hera still worried. They were docked inside a Star Destroyer… She just prayed that the kid was fast enough.


As agent Kallus entered the smaller Imperial ship, the commanding officer welcomed him. "Welcome aboard, agent Kallus." As Kallus and his squad marched towards the Rebels' current location, the officer continued. "The rebels are headed for the brig, where quite the surprise awaits." They had set up the perfect trap.


Kanan entered through an open doorway. There wasn't a guard in sight. "No guards on the door." He said while looking around then back at the prison's door. Zeb was getting impatient. "Just set the detonator so we can get the Wookiees out of here." He said with his usual gravelly voice. Kanan was setting up the detonator but he didn't have a clue of what awaited them on the other side. Yet another squad of troopers were awaiting orders behind those very doors.


"At least things seem to be going smoother than our last op." Zeb continued his previous statement. He was still a bit upset due to the events that had happened the previous day. But he was also at peace with it enough to make jokes about it. A sudden voice grabbed their attention. It was coming from down the hall. "It's a trap! We gotta get out of here. It's a trap!" It was Ezra. Zeb's peace was promptly broken as he complained. "Karabast! The kid's blowing another op!" He thought to himself. "How much more is this kid gonna do before we just kick him off into outer space…"


"It's not an op. It's a trap! Hera sent me to warn you." Ezra answered while panting. Before any of them could respond, the prison's doors slid open to reveal their new threat. "Run!" Ezra yelled as they tried to escape. Using his expert marksmanship, the young kid used his sling to blow up the console next to the prison's door. The explosion caused troopers to fly off to the side. The leading stormtrooper officer broke his neck as he slammed into a wall.


"We need to warn Sabine and Chopper, but they've jammed the comm." Ezra informed them. Kanan replied with. "They'll follow the plan. It'll be fine." Ezra couldn't believe this guy… How can you be so sure of something when everything has gone to fertilizer? "Yeah, cause the plan's gone just great so far." Ezra replied with a sarcastic tone. Chopper and Sabine were in the control room. Chop was grumbling his circuits off. "Chopper, stop grumbling and work that gravity generator." Was Sabine's order.


Ezra, Kanan and Zeb were running towards a doorway but suddenly, it was blocked by stormtroopers. "Don't stop!" Kanan ordered. The troopers and the Rebels were running towards each other while Sabine was sabotaging the system. "I've got the backup ready." She told Chopper.


"Push off now!" Kanan said and Sabine did as he asked. "Now!" Was her conformation. And with that, everyone started floating. Stormtroopers were hitting each other and the walls. "What the kriff?!" Kallus yelled. Kanan was able to take a stormtrooper down with three blasts to the heart. Sabine informed everyone that. "Artificial gravity is down for two minutes."


Kallus was pushing through his squad to get a clear shot at the rebels. Zeb helped Ezra dodge a few blaster bolts while Kanan swung himself across the corridor. As Zeb started doing the same, he felt something grab at him. "Hey!" He yelled before realizing it was the kid clinging to his back. Kanan kicked a stormtrooper in the back while shooting another one in the chest. Zeb used the dead trooper as shield, ramming it into Kallus and leaving them behind.


Kanan effortlessly flew across while Sabine was setting up charges all over the control room. "This is gonna be a big one." She thought to herself while grabbing onto Chopper. The droid flew the Mandalorian girl and himself out of the room. Kallus used the arches across the hall to push himself towards the escaping rebels. While Kanan was swimming in the air, he asked. "You doing okay, kid?" Zeb realized that it was safe to pull the kid off his back. Ezra struggled before learning to flow across. "You kidding?" The young boy yelled. This was the craziest situation he had ever been in.


Sabine had gotten herself out of the blast zone. With Chopper by her side, she started counting. "Five, four… Get ready." She said to her droid companion before continuing her countdown. "Two, one…" And with that, she pressed a button and the gravity was back. The entire ship shook and rattled from the shock. Kanan had synced up his time with Sabine, informing the others that it was time to land back on the ground. "Now!" He yelled out.


Ezra wasn't ready and fell flat on his chest but before he could get himself up, he was helped to his feet. It was Zeb, helping him up and pushing him forward. Sabine looked at her comrades, not seeing the reason they were there. "Where are the Wookiees?" Sabine asked. To which Kanan responded. "No Wookiees! Sabine, man the nose gun! Chop, tell Hera to take off!" His orders were given pretty fast. "Uh, right!" Sabine stuttered, this op had gone south real fast. She sped off towards the Ghost's airlock as fast as she could.


The rest of the crew followed, Zeb pushed past the kid. Ezra frowned at him, thinking. "Big furry dummy…" Before he could follow the others, a hand grabbed his backpack from behind. He was pulled into a headlock. It was agent Kallus. The ISB agent had captured the reason for all these complications. "Let go!" Ezra yelled and struggled as Zeb pointed his Bo-rifle at Kallus. Stormtroopers started firing at him, missing their shots by mere inches. "Kid, get out of the way!" Zeb yelled. Ezra might've been resourceful and sly… But he was no match for the powerful hold of an ISB agent.


"I'm trying!" He yelled while trying to free himself. Zeb wanted to shoot but the blaster fire had intensified. He had no chance of peaking. He couldn't do anything else. "Sorry, kid! You did good." Was all the Lasat could say. And with that, the airlock closed. Ezra couldn't believe his eyes. Panting with fear flowing across his face. "After all this time, I tried to trust someone and they left me… They left me behind." Ezra thought to himself. What had he done wrong?! He tried to help them so why did they throw him away… His struggles became less and less powerful as he surrendered to the ISB agent.


"Hello there." Chopper said as he arrived at the cockpit. His owner shut the airlock. "There! Airlock shut!" Hera told the crew. Zeb could feel the immense indescribable weight of guilt on his shoulders. "We're out of here!" Hera's voice echoed through the comm system. As soon as those words were said, Zeb felt even more ashamed for what he had done. He felt so horrible, it seemed like tears were forming in his eyes. All he could do was sigh and drop down on the floor, leaning against the airlock. "What did I do…?"


"Chop, jam their tractor beam!" Hera told her droid. They had detached from the Star Destroyer. The sound of the Imperial cargo ship could be heard. "Attention, rebel ship. Surrender or be destroyed. This is your first and last warning." Interesting. The Imperials thought that their suggestion made sense. "Blow it out your exhaust vent. Literally." Hera informed the bucketbrain. They had been on enough missions to know that a surrender was no different to being destroyed in the eyes of the Empire.


"Sabine!" Hera called out. And with that, Sabine knew exactly what to do. A single press of a button and all the charges she had set were activated, turning the cargo ship into a flaming wreck in space. "Ugh, I can't see it from here. How'd it look?" Sabine asked through the comm. "Gorgeous, Sabine. As always." Kanan told her. Seeing how their job was done, they jumped into Hyperspace.


Hera leaned back against her seat, letting a sigh of relief leave her mouth. Kanan walked in, still upset about the whole ordeal. "The whole thing was a setup." Was Kanan's complaint. Sabine lifted her helmet off before asking. "You think Vizago was in on it?" She was frustrated. "He'd sell his mother to Jawas for a couple credits. But we're a source of income for him. Even odds he didn't know." Hera answered. While the crew were conversing, Zeb was struggling with himself. By all accounts, he had messed up BIG time… How could he leave a kid in the hands of the Empire.


He slowly walked towards the cockpit, wondering how he was going to tell them what had happened. As the door slid open, he took heavy steps towards the remaining chair, sitting next to the rest of the crew. It didn't take a Jedi to realize something was wrong with him. "The kid did all right." Hera said. Trying to convince her beloved to recruit him. Kanan's reply was a simple. "He did okay." Come to think of it, Kanan hadn't heard the chatter box since they left the Star Destroyer. So he decided to ask Zeb, who was the last person with the kid. "Where is he?" Zeb went silent. His silence was followed with a quiet response.


"I… I thought he was with you." The Lasat wasn't fooling anyone with that answer. Kanan's eyes went wide. Sabine was the first one to worry. Zeb had never been one to hide his dislike of certain beings. If Zeb didn't like someone, he would definitely show it to them. "Zeb, what did you to him?" Her worry caused her to ask. Zeb immediately tried to defend himself. "I didn't do anything to him…" The last few seconds near the airlock flashed before his eyes and he continued. "But that ISB agent grabbed him…"


The entire room felt the shock of his words, everyone responded with a simultaneous "WHAT?!" Kanan nearly jumped out of his seat and Sabine… Well, Sabine actually did jump out of her seat. Poor Hera couldn't believe what she had just heard, her eyes as wide as possible. Zeb tried to further explain his actions. Even though his voice was rising. His raising volume was not due to his pride; It was to silent out the sound of guilt inside his head. "THE KID GOT GRABBED, OKAY?!" He yelled out without thinking. "Garazeb Orrelios!" Hera was the first to respond with a disappointed motherly tone.


A deep frown had appeared on Sabine's face. "Great… Now the kid's gonna know what betrayal feels like…" She thought to herself. Images of Ketsu leaving her for dead flashed in front of her eyes. She had felt emotional pain like never before… Now the kid was feeling the same pain… And it was her friend/bigger brother's fault! Kanan had a worried look painted on his face. He just hoped that the Empire hadn't killed the kid immediately.


"Come on! We were dumping him after the mission anyway! This saves us fuel…" Zeb yelled out. That last part left his mouth before thinking about it… He didn't mean what he was saying. Hera's expression changed into one of disbelief while her comrade continued. "They'll go easy on him… He's just a kid…"


Back at the Star Destroyer, everything had returned to normal. Although, the smoke that was coming out of the damaged docking bay would indicate otherwise. Inside the dark hexagonal corridor, Kallus was stepping towards a holding cell that was guarded by two stormtroopers. As he entered the room, he looked the prisoner straight in the eyes. The poor Lothalian kid had experienced a lot of things in life but a prison cell was not one of them. "I am agent Kallus of the Imperial Security Bureau." Kallus introduced himself. "And you are…" Was his follow-up. To which Ezra replied. "Jabba the Hutt." The feared crime lord was well-known across the outer rim but Ezra didn't know who he was. He'd just heard his name from Slyyth.


His respond only caused Kallus to lift an eyebrow before Ezra continued. "Look, I just met those guys today. I don't know anything…" Kallus took a long look at the kid. "You're not here for what you know, JABBA." The ISB agent put a certain emphasis on the last word. Kallus, being a part of the ISB, knew all about Jabba the Hutt. So he knew perfectly well that the boy in front of him was NOT Jabba. He continued with a calm and collected tone. "You're here to be used as bait upon our return to Lothal." His words opened Ezra's fresh wounds. He had been left for dead and now this idiot thought that he could use him for. "Bait? You seriously think…" Ezra thought about it for a second and decided to give a snappy insult.


"Wow, you're about as bright as a binary droid. They're not gonna come for me. People don't do that…" Ezra thought that the events of the previous day meant otherwise. Seeing those rebels help people out had given him a glimmer of hope…Alas, it was just another foolish thought from Ezra's naïve mind… Kallus took a deep breath in, coming closer to look deeper into the little kid's eyes.


He didn't say a single word, instead wiping the dust and sand off of Ezra's shoulder. The young Lothalite had put on a brave face but deep down, he was kind of worried. Scared even. He had dealt with Imperials before… None of them were as intimidating as the man who was leaving his cell. "Search him. Then secure him here." Kallus ordered the troopers


As soon as one of the troopers grabbed Ezra's backpack, the pretend-bravery failed him. "Hey, get off me!" Ezra said before being thrown to the floor with his backpack flying across the room, its content falling out. The trooper closest to him, grabbed his hand and stripped him of his slingshot. The other Imperial soldier packed up his bag and left with his colleague.


The door closed and there was silence. For just a moment. Ezra was on his knees feeling his fear and pain overtaking him. "You need to go warn them, Ezra. What was I thinking?!" He said before taking out the golden cube he had stolen. After his exchange with Hera, he had decided to put it in his back pocket. He had a feeling that it was better in there.


After getting up, Ezra continued his self-deprecation. "And of course, the only thing I managed to hold onto is this worthless piece of…" He tried to open the box but his frustration got the better of him. Throwing it at the wall didn't change anything either. The box simply hit the wall and fell to the ground. Ezra felt an ocean of anger flowing inside him. He tried to silence it by taking a deep breath and sitting back on the ledges the Empire had designed for their holding cells. They were to be used as seats.


After taking another look at the box and sighing once more, Ezra decided to focus his thoughts. A certain gravitational pull grabbed his attention. Focusing on the box caused one of its corners to turn. Other corners soon followed and before Ezra knew it, the box was open and floating in the air. His eyes were still closed but an unfamiliar voice introduced himself. "This is Master Obi-Wan Kenobi. I regret to report that both our Jedi Order and the Republic have fallen, with the dark shadow of the Empire rising to take their place." Ezra slowly opened his eyes only to be shocked by the sight before him. A holorecording was being played from inside the box.


The holorecording was showing an unfamiliar bearded man with brown robes. The man continued. "This message is a warning and a reminder for any surviving Jedi. Trust in the Force." Ezra's eyes were widened and the sensation of disbelief he was experiencing was indescribable. His mouth had fallen ajar and his eyes were focused on the bearded man he presumed was a Jedi himself. "Who else would talk about the Order and the Force… Whatever that is." Ezra thought.


Back at the Ghost. "You shouldn't have done that!" Hera said. "What can we do about it now?! There's nothing we can do…" Was Zeb's attempt at convincing her. "Yes there is. We are going back for him." Hera narrowed her eyes and calmly responded. "No! No, no! NO WAY! You can NOT be serious!" Zeb exclaimed while shaking his hands in a protesting motion. "It's our fault he was there!" Hera responded. "Come on, Hera! We just met this kid! We're not going back for him!" Zeb yelled louder. He then looked at Sabine who was thinking about the possibilities. She knew the Empire too well. They would be using the kid as bait. It hurt her to say it but she had to say it. Her tone was quiet and filled with sadness.


Even though they'd just met the kid, she didn't want him to get murdered by the Empire. "They'll be waiting for us." She finally let her thought take form into words. "We can't save him…" She hated saying those words. Hera couldn't believe what she was hearing. Were they really giving up on the poor kid?! That was when Chopper said something through his bops and bips.


Zeb suddenly popped up his head from between his hands, yelling. "What?! What did he say?!" He knew the droid was up to no good. "He voted with me! That's two against two." Hera yelled back with a confident tone. She looked at her beloved, informing him that. "Kanan, you have the deciding vote." Hera's voice was calm and yet worried. Sabine looked at Kanan. She didn't know whether she wanted his answer to be positive or negative. Sure, she just said that going back was bad but still… She wanted the kid to live. Zeb stood with his hands on his hips, a dumbfounded look painted across his face.


This was ridiculous to him. Sure, he felt guilty for leaving the kid behind but going back for a rescue mission? That was insane. Chopper knew exactly what Kanan would say, so he was just waiting to hear it. Kanan looked in Hera's eyes then back at the floor. Suddenly, images of him being all alone after his master's death flashed in his mind. He would give anything to not be alone at that moment… To be saved by someone… Anyone… He wanted to save the kid but was he willing to risk his crew's safety?


Back at the Star Destroyer, the two troopers were still standing in front of the cell door when suddenly the kid said. "And you bucketheads are gonna be sorry when my uncle, the Emperor, finds out you're keeping me here against my will. I'll guarantee he'll make a personal…" The kid's rant was interrupted by a cough. "Example…" Another cough followed by choking noises. The troopers didn't believe a word he had said but still, they needed him alive.


The door slid open and the two troopers ran inside only to find the room empty. Ezra sneaked out from behind the stairs and out of the door, giving a wave. "Bye, guys." Was the last thing he said before closing the door on them. One of the troopers said. "Did that kid seriously just trick us?!" The other responded with. "Uhhh… I guess?!"


Ezra walked along the corridor, looking behind any door that would open. One of the doors had a panel next to it and a feeling caused Ezra to try it. Pressing the buttons in an unknown pattern to him caused the door to open. "Lucky guess!" As his luck would have it, he had just found one of the armories. Looking around the place, he found his stuff. Activating his slingshot and grabbing his backpack before grabbing an Imperial stormtrooper trainee helmet. He always wanted one of these. After the kid put on the helmet, he heard static noises. Moving his head and taking a few steps forward caused the static to be replaced with Imperial communications.


"The delay was insignificant. The transport ship agent Kallus diverted will dock on Kessel within two hours. The Wookiees will be offloaded to work Spice Mine K-76." After hearing the report, Ezra played around with the comm device before the channels were switched and he heard a new report. It was a stormtrooper that sounded embarrassed, he could guess who it was. "This is Stormtrooper LS-005, reporting to agent Kallus."


"Kallus here." Kallus responded. "Sir… The prisoner's gone…" He was listening to the report. The ISB agent was shocked to hear this. "What?! I knew the boy would act as bait, but I never dreamed the rebels would be foolish enough to attack a Destroyer!" He thought to himself before asking the trooper. "How did they get aboard?" Only to hear something even more unbelievable.


"Sir, the rebels didn't free him… He…" Before the report was complete, another member of the personnel reported. "Agent Kallus! There's a security breach in the lower hangar." Ezra had crawled into a vent, trying to find his way off the Star Destroyer. He heard the rest of the report. "I don't know how… But the rebel ship approached without alerting our sensors." He couldn't believe what he was hearing. "They came back!" He almost yelled. In fact, he was so excited that he almost jumped on spot, forgetting where he is and hitting his head against the vent's ceiling. "Mm… Ow, Uhh… I don't believe it." Ezra's excitement was immeasurable. One of the officers walking below the vent heard the clank. "Great… This Destroyer is getting more run down faster than they can fix it…" His complaints fell to deaf ears.


Ezra's celebration was cut short by hearing agent Kallus' orders. "Order all stormtroopers to converge on the lower hangar. I'll meet them there." Ezra cleaned his throat and tried to fake a report. "This is Trooper LS-123, reporting intruders in the upper hangar. Sir, I believe the lower hangar is a diversion. Maybe. Maybe not." Now that he knew they had returned for him, he was more than willing to help them out. "Squads five through eight divert to upper hangar. The rest, converge as ordered." Kallus revised his orders.


Ezra had done his part and he was satisfied. It wasn't ideal but. "Well, every little bit helps." As they were landing, Zeb yelled out one last time. "This is insane! This is crazy! Are we really doing this?" He was quickly shot down by someone he didn't expect. "It was 3 against 2. Stop nagging!" Sabine responded before they all moved out. "Find Ezra. I'll be ready." Hera informed the crew. She was NOT leaving that ship until they found that kid and brought him back.


Sabine sprayed an explosive phoenix emblem next to the fuel tanks in the Destroyer's docking bay before joining the rest of her teammates. "Hold this bay till we get back." Kanan ordered Zeb. Sabine looked at Zeb with narrowed eyes and spoke with a scolding tone. "And this time, try not to leave until everyone's back aboard." She didn't believe she had to say this. "That was NOT my fault." Zeb yelled. He received an answer from above. "Well, that's debatable." And with that, Ezra jumped down, still wearing the trainee's helmet.


Zeb instinctively punched the kid in the face. Hundreds of operations against the Empire had caused him to hit then ask later when it came to Imperials. Ezra stumbled and fell at Sabine's feet. Sabine shook her head and put her hands on her hips. She was speechless. It was pretty rare for the Mighty Mandalorian to be left speechless. "Not bad, kid. You escaped an Imperial prison without any help." She thought to herself.


Kanan was too shocked to do anything. He just looked on at the sight in front of him. The kid had escaped without any help?! How is that possible?! After realizing it, he felt bad for the kid. He had just gotten laid out with a Lasat punch. Ezra got up, lifting off his helmet. "First you ditch me, then you hit me?!" He yelled with a bruised cheek. "How was I supposed to know it was you?! You were wearing a bucket!" Zeb tried to explain. Ezra was angry but they were running out of time because Kallus' squad had arrived.


The Lothalite threw his helmet at the pursuing ISB agent. Kallus effortlessly reflected it away with the butt of his weapon. "Spectre-1 to Ghost, we're leaving!" Kanan quickly reported to Hera. The sound of blaster bolts zipping past them filled the hallway. Kanan retaliated with a few shots of his own as the others ran past him. Sabine blasted a few shots. She was able to hit two troopers in the chest. Even when on the run, she was more accurate than any of her comrades.


Hera was standing on the Ghost's cargo bay ramp, shooting at the Imperials following her crew. Ezra stood at the edge of the ramp and was about to shoot a slingshot before being grabbed by Zeb. "Oh no! This time you board first!" Zeb exclaimed, throwing him into the cargo bay. "Ghost, raise the ramp." Kanan yelled out. He was able to kill one last buckethead.


Kallus and his squad were shooting at them nonstop. "Aim for shield generator and engines! Do not let them…" Before Kallus could finish his order, he noticed the phoenix painting beneath their feet. Upon further inspection, he realized what it was. Explosive spray! "Take cover!" He yelled. Meanwhile, Kanan gave Sabine a nod to activate her explosive. Sabine gave a smirk before detonating her newest art piece.


The Imperial were barely able to avoid the explosion. Even though, the explosion didn't do any harm to them, the giant hole in the middle of the docking bay was sure to do some damage. Sure enough, 5 troopers were pulled out of the Destroyer and into the vacuum of space where they would surely meet a violent end. Kallus was holding onto a ledge, yelling out. "Turn on the shield!" Another trooper was sucked out of the hole before one of Kallus' squad members finally activated the emergency shields.


Kallus quickly climbed up and looked back, only to see the blasted rebels escaping without a scratch on their ships. Ghost didn't hang around for any post-disaster celebration either. It immediately jumped into hyperspace.


"Thank you…" Ezra walked past Zeb and looked at Kanan and Sabine before saying those words. "You should really thank Hera…" Sabine looked at him and softly responded. Hera leaned back against her seat, letting out a true sigh of relief after performing a successful rescue op. The cockpit's door slid open and Ezra leaned against the doorway, scratching the back of his head. "Welcome aboard… Again." Hera said. Ezra chose honestly as his way to approach this. "Thanks. Thank you. I really didn't think you'd come back for me."


"I'll get you home now. I'm sure your parents must be worried sick." Hera responded with a gentle tone. Ezra's face quickly turned into a frown, his heart aching once more for the days long forgotten. A sad and sorrowful response was the best he could give. "I don't have parents." Hera looked back at him with compassion. The poor boy was an orphan. "Poor kid… Must be the reason why he's so resourceful… He needed to be so he could survive." She thought to herself. "And you've got somewhere else to be…" By uttering those words as his reason, Ezra quickly put his imaginary mask back on. Kanan and Sabine entered the room and he tried to avoid eye contact.


If he was being honest with himself, he felt ashamed. They had just risked their lives to rescue him. He quickly remembered a way to pay them back for their courage. "I know where they're really taking the Wookiees!" Everyone went quiet and paid close attention as Ezra continued. "Have you heard of the spice mines of Kessel?" And with that, wide eyes filled the room once more.


Kanan looked back at the kid, thinking to himself. "How much more is this kid capable of?!" Hera turned towards Ezra, looking at the orphan who seemed to be able to do anything. "Slaves sent there last a few months, maybe a year…" Sabine on the other hand thought about what she had just heard before replying. "And for Wookiees born in the forest, it's a death sentence." Hera continued Sabine's statement. "Then I guess we'd better go save 'em." Ezra was the one to shock everyone by those words.


His words grabbed the attention of the room. Sabine's mouth had fallen open. "Is this kid seriously ready to put his life on the line again?!" She thought to herself. "We?" The young Mandalorian asked. "I've come this far. Might as well finish the job." Was Ezra's clever response. "Setting course for Kessel." Hera proudly said. Kanan gave the kid a worried look. "Is it too wrong to bring another kid into our group...? Is this kid even able to function in our crew?"


Sabine remembered herself after being betrayed by Ketsu. This crew, these people, this new family was what saved her. Maybe this kid did have a place in their little band of misfits. But was he seriously ready to be a part of something bigger than himself. While everyone was busy thinking about Ezra, he was struggling with his emotions. Everything inside was telling him that this was the right thing to do but he felt scared… "What if I'm a burden...? What if they don't want to have anyone else in their group… What if they hate me and look at me as a liability…?" Countless thoughts were flooding his brain and not a single one of them was positive.


In the Imperial Destroyer's docking bay, Kallus was standing and inspecting the damages. How could a small group of rebels cause so much trouble. The more pressing matter was how to stop them from causing more trouble. The voice of one of his troops grabbed his attention. "One of the rebels using this helmet. The transmitter was on." The trooper reported before handing the helmet over to Kallus. He narrowed his eyes, taking a closer look at the helmet before letting a smirk form on his face. He knew exactly where and when to find the pathetic rebels.


Kessel was a horrible planet. Filled with spice mines, covered in acidic puddles and base to one of the Empire's most horrifying facilities. The worst place to visit for your first travel off-world… Which Ezra was coincidentally experiencing. It was here that the Wookiees were used as slaves before being thrown away after losing their functionality. A new group of Wookiees were being unloaded off an Imperial ship. The sound of groans and sorrowful moans filled the area. Between all the adults, stood a little Wookiee child. The poor being wouldn't last a day in these conditions.


He was scared and clueless as to why they were brought here. Sweet innocence. The little pup didn't even know what was going on. "I'm scared…" He told his father in their native language of Shyriiwook. "I know…" Was the father's response, walking closer to his defenseless child and gently caressing him before hearing an Imperial say. "Keep moving!" Two troopers gathered on their location, waiting for them to start moving towards what would soon become their graves; The spice mines…


"Don't worry…" Left the father's lips before a light in the sky grabbed their attention. The Ghost flew through the clouds and down towards the ground. Hera focused before firing a few shots, succeeding in blowing up some stormtroopers. The Wookiees didn't know what was going on… Was this a rescue mission or just another horrible group of people who would try to enslave them for their own good.


As the Ghost was making its turn to land, the crew had gathered up in its cargo bay. Sabine was talking to Kanan. "Sabine, this is it. Try to keep the Imps off of us for as long as you can. Keep an eye on the kid. No matter how skilled he might've looked up until now, remember that he hasn't done the ops we've done. He's a newbie." Sabine just gave a simple nod. Kanan didn't need to tell her, she was already planning to have the kid's back. Her reasoning was the same as Kanan's.


Zeb on the other hand, was standing next to Ezra. He had his Bo-Rifle ready to shoot. "Try not to get dead." He said in a very literal tone before realizing that the kid was seriously worried. From the looks of it, he was scared and Zeb didn't know how to give motivation. Instead, what came out of his mouth, did little to no help. "Don't wanna carry your body out." The Lasat said with a smirk. Not only did his comment not help Ezra's fears, it actually intensified them.


Sabine and Kanan took point with Zeb and Ezra waiting in the back. As the door opened and the ramp extended out, a storm of blaster fire shook the Ghost's lower entrance. Everyone ran behind cover as the troopers left the Wookiees to put more pressure on the rebels. Bolts were flying everywhere. After seeing the look on Ezra's face, Kanan gave him a reassuring nod. Sabine peaked out from behind the crates and was successful in shooting down a stormtrooper.


Zeb and Kanan were running cover to cover while Ezra was doing what he was best at; Sneaking around to accomplish his goal. Nobody seemed to notice the kid getting closer and closer to the Wookiees. As Ezra jumped over a crate, he was confronted by the father. "What do you want?!" He yelled in Shyriiwook. Ezra didn't understand what he was saying, only the fact that he was very angry and extra protective. The young Lothalian raised up his hands. "Hey, hey, I'm here to help!" He said before pulling out his droid arm.


By some ridiculous chance, the father understood basic. After informing his group that the kid was here to help, Ezra started working on the cuffs. One after the other, their restraints fell to the ground. As the Wookiees rebelled against their captors, Kanan and Sabine peaked out from behind their covers. "The kid did his part. Looks like he's a natural." Kanan said while his Mandalorian comrade gave a quick nod.


A stormtrooper flew across the platform, landing in front of the Ghost crew. The Wookiees came forth, looking at the rebel cell before making way for their little savior. Ezra walked out from between the Wookiees, giving a proud smile. "Not bad kid, not bad." Zeb thought to himself, a smirk had crept its way onto his face. Kanan couldn't help but feel proud for some reason. As much as he'd hate to admit it, Hera was right. The kid had helped out big time.


Sabine had a smile on her face too. "Looks like he didn't need me to look after him, after all." She thought to herself. Ezra had proved himself to be more than just a Loth-Rat. Before anyone could congratulate the Lothalite on his actions, the sound of TIE engines roaring grabbed everyone's attention. Three TIEs had entered their vicinity and were shooting. Their target wasn't the rebels on the ground; Rather, the ship that they used as transport.


A few shots were made and the Ghost was hit pretty bad. "We're hit! Chopper! Aft Gun!" Hera yelled out as her droid left the cockpit. Chopper wasn't a bad shot; He might not have been a battle droid but he knew how to aim. "One shot, one kill." Said the astromech while shooting down one of the TIEs. From below the smoke, raised a new ship.


It was an Imperial military ship, armed with blaster cannons. Cannons that started shooting at the targets on the ground. The Ghost crew evaded its blasts while Ezra was barely able to dodge them. The Wookiees had scattered too. The kid had fallen face first on the ground. Raising his head up, Ezra was able to identify a Wookiee pup, laying on the ground shaking with fear. A sense of dread fell over the group of beings that laid on the ground, looking up at what could possibly be their doom.


As the Imperial ship's ramp lowered to the ground, it revealed Kallus standing next to a squad of stormtroopers. "Take them down!" Was his first order. And with that, the fire fight began anew. The sound of blaster fire overwhelmed the little Wookiee. He was crawling away. Kanan and Sabine were firing back while trying to find a cover. In the midst of all this, the poor Wookiee father was looking for his pup. Seeing him climb over two crates stacked on top of each other, the parent couldn't help but run towards his son. Before he could reach his pup, two stormtroopers blocked his way, firing a few shots. One of these bolts hit the poor old Wookiee in the shoulder.


The little pup tried to look at his father from behind the crates before being spotted by a trooper. He started running away with the trooper not far behind. Ezra and Zeb were sitting at the father Wookiee's side. "Is he going to be okay?" Ezra asked. "He'll be okay. I've got him." Zeb responded before lifting up the Wookiee and taking him behind a cover. Ezra turned around to see the trooper pursuing the little Wookiee. Ezra thought about the risks before running towards his crew. They were all hiding behind crates, trying to avoid any blaster bolts.


Meanwhile, the Ghost was trying to fly around the platform and defend itself from the pursuing TIEs. Another TIE had joined them. One of the fighters blew up, leaving the other two to resume chase. "I can't maintain position!" Hera called out to her team. Ezra did a flip over a crate before hiding behind it with the rest of the crew and Wookiees. "Go! Lead the TIEs away and give yourself maneuvering room!" Was Kanan's response. "I am NOT leaving you behind!" Hera said with a furious tone. Kanan was her most beloved and she knew everything there was to know about him but sometimes, he was a bit too heavy on the self-less sacrifice.


Kanan looked over to the crate at the edge of the platform. A very dangerous idea popped into his head. It might've been risky but with high risk came high reward. No Imperial had discovered his secret and lived to talk about it until that day. But the situation they were in called for desperate measures. It was time. "No, you're not. We're running a 22-Pickup." Kanan informed Hera. Sabine couldn't believe what she was hearing. Was he really going to do THAT right now?! It was very risky but risky enough that it might just work. "Seriously?!" Sabine asked the man sitting to her right. "You have a better option?!" Was Kanan's honest question. What else could they do?


"Jump into the pit and get it over with?!" Was Zeb's sarcastic suggestion. He'd seen Kanan do it before but even he didn't think their leader was skilled enough to pull it off against these numbers. "All right, I'll be back. Make sure you're ready." Hera's voice came through the comm device and everyone knew what had to be done. Everyone except Ezra. "22-Pickup? Care to let me in on the secret?" Ezra asked Kanan before receiving his answer. "Kid, I'm about to let everyone in on the secret." Were Kanan's last words before slowly walking on top of the crates.


He was effortlessly dodging blaster fire. No acrobatic moves were performed, just the slight movement of his body. Kallus ordered the troopers to cease fire. "What are these insane rebels trying to pull off now?!" He thought to himself. Kanan assembled his lightsaber before igniting it and holding it in Form III. Ezra couldn't believe his eyes. He thought the rebel leader had stolen the weapon off of a dead Jedi or something. He never thought Kanan was an actual Jedi! "Woah!" Was the only word leaving his mouth.


The Wookiees were shocked to see what had basically become a long forgotten legend. The stormtroopers didn't know what they were aiming at. Every single slide in their Holopads told them that the Jedi were extinct. Kallus' eyes went wide as he was presented with a long forgotten image. A Jedi was standing in front of him and he looked fierce. "All troopers, focus your fire on…" Kallus' order was delayed as he struggled with what he was about to say before saying it. "On the Jedi."


As soon as the order was given, blaster fire resumed. Bolts were flying everywhere but any bolts that came near Kanan were reflected away. Some of them were hitting the shooters. While the Imperials were busy with the newly revealed Jedi, the Wookiees had gathered some blasters off of the dead troopers and were ready to retaliate. Unfortunately, not all Wookiees were faring well. One of them fell to the ground after being shot in the heart.


"Time to go!" Kanan yelled out. "Right. Everyone, into the container!" Zeb said with a growl while carrying the injured Wookiee away from the battlefield. Ezra looked on as the Wookiees started moving. But what grabbed his attention was the poor father yelling out for his son. Ezra knew what he had to do. Looking up at Kanan and witnessing his courage, motivated Ezra to follow in his footsteps. He punched the crate he was hiding behind before running in the direction he had seen the trooper and the poor pup go.


Kallus witnessed this change of direction. Zeb saw it too and all he could say was. "Kid, stop! Karabast! I swear, if he's left behind again, it's not my fault!" While they were struggling on ground, the Ghost was trying to maneuver its way out of a dog fight against 3 TIEs. Chopper was controlling the Aft turret and was able to hit another TIE. Kanan was reflecting the bolts while Sabine shot down some troopers and Zeb continued rounding up Wookiees.


"Zeb! Hera's incoming!" Kanan yelled. "Get in, you furballs! Now!" Zeb ordered the last few hesitant Wookies before answering Kanan. "Kanan, I think you inspired the kid into… Well, doing something like you would do!" The rebel leader thought about what his Lasat friend meant and quickly remembered that he hadn't seen the little Wookiee pup in a long time. "Ezra must've gone after the Wookiee kid!" Kanan yelled out. Zeb pointed out the path he saw Ezra take.


The turn of events seemed unbelievable to Sabine. The kid was risking his life for another being?! The thought brought a smile to her face and worried her simultaneously. That kid's gonna get himself killed… I hope we get to him before he ends up being as stiff as a tree. Ezra followed the path he saw the Imperial and the Wookiee take. He ended up at some dead end on a narrow view platform. "Hey!" Ezra called out to the buckethead in front of him. He immediately regretted doing that because the trooper turned around and started shooting at him.


As the bolt left the trooper's blaster, Ezra focused on his strange inner flow. What he achieved next was unimaginable. He jumped up into the air, doing a flip and landing far behind the trooper. It was a great distance but Ezra had more important things to focus on. Three shock bolts were shot from Ezra's slingshot, hitting the trooper's chest and head before he fell off the platform, screaming.


"Gotcha!" Ezra told the young pup. But he was oblivious to Kallus' arrival. Zeb ran into the container alongside the Wookiees and before long, he heard a metallic snap. Hera's voice came from his comm. "Magnetic seal locked." And with that, the container was lifted off the ground. Kanan walked up next to Zeb. "I hate this part…" Was what the Lasat exclaimed. The feeling of being lifted off the ground inside a confined tight space was awful. Stormtroopers kept shooting but their low power blasts couldn't affect the Ghost's shield at full-power.


Ezra was finally able to open the pup's cuffs. After throwing it away, Kallus' voice brought Ezra's attention back to then and there. "It's over for you, Jedi!" The ISB agent told the Lothalite before aiming his blaster at him. "A master and an apprentice. Such a rare find these days." Kallus was playing mind games and enjoying it. Ezra was quick to respond. "I don't know where you get your delusions, buckethead! I work alone." Before the weight of Bridger's words could be felt, a voice called out.


"Not this time." It was Kanan, standing on top of their ship as the Ghost elevated to the platform's level. Kanan was standing on the Ghost's wing with his lightsaber out. After dodging two bolts, the Jedi knight reflected the final bolt back into Kallus' chest guard, causing him to fall off the narrow platform. "Jump, Kid!" The rebel leader yelled before Ezra and his furry little companion jumped off the platform and onto the Ghost.


On the lower base of the platform, Kallus was holding on and watching as the rebels escaped with the Wookiees. This was the second time they had slipped out of his grasp "First Jedi you've ever seen, sir?" Words that revealed a stormtrooper beneath him. It would seem Kallus wasn't the only one who survived. The ISB agent was in no mood to be merciful. A kick to the face by his superior was the last thing that the poor trooper ever saw. He fell down the seemingly endless pit below.


Back at the Ghost's Cargo Bay


Hera was conversing with one of the Wookiees and Sabine was talking with two others. "Well, he's not exactly a part of our crew…" Hera tried to explain but had to respond again. "Yes, I'm sure he's saved your pup. He'll be fine." That kid was something special… One contact with the Wookiees and even they were impressed. "No, it wasn't that hard. Killing those bucketheads wasn't hard at all. You weren't a bad shot yourself." Sabine told one of the Wookiee complimenting her precision. A sudden silence fell over the room as Hera stopped talking to the distressed father and looked up.


Two heroes had appeared where there was nothing a few moments before. A Wookiee pup with a wide smile on his face was with them. "Son!" The father called out. Sabine smiled. "Not bad, kid. You're getting the hang of this." She thought to herself. "Father!" The Wookiee pup yelled before sliding down the ladder to his right, running into his father's embrace. Hera looked on with joy glistening in her eyes. Sabine was happy to see her adoptive mother so happy. Zeb was smiling. The sight of a father and son embracing each other brought bittersweet memories with it. He still remembered seeing children holding their parents as the Empire destroyed Lasan.


Kanan looked at the family's reunion before putting his hand on Ezra's shoulder. If he said that he wasn't proud, he would be lying. "This kid has potential… And you saw it, love." Kanan said to himself before looking at Hera. Ezra looked at the father holding his pup and he couldn't help but feel sad. "Lucky…" Was the only word that came to his sorrowful mind. A few minutes passed before the Wookiees' ride had arrived. It was a small ship but it was all they had. As the smaller ship attached to the Ghost's airlock, the captain called out for the Wookiees through his comm.


They were saying their goodbyes and thanking their saviors when Zeb arrived. Kanan and Ezra were standing alongside Sabine. Unlike Hera and Zeb who spoke Shyriiwook, Kanan and Ezra didn't know how to speak the language. That's why Sabine was acting as a translator. The father expressed himself through a long growl. The young Mandalorian thought about the tone and the volume. "Um… He says if we ever need help, the Wookiees will be there." Was the translation she made. The father caressed Ezra's head which made him chuckle.


Zeb looked on with a sad frown on his face. "Poor kid… That's probably the closest thing he's experienced since he lost his parents…" The Lasat warrior thought to himself. "Good luck, Kitwarr. Try to stay out of trouble." Ezra said to his furry little friend before the Wookiees said their goodbyes and left. "Heh, look who's talking." Zeb told Ezra with a sarcastic tone. Suddenly, it dawned on Ezra. Soon, it would be his turn to say his goodbyes. "So… I guess you drop me off next?" His tone was heavy and filled with sadness. It had only been two and a half days but he had become attached to this crew.


Not only had they treated him better than most, they even came back for him and risked their own lives to save him. To them, he was more than just a worthless kid in the streets. "Soon, you'll be alone again, Bridger… No one's gonna take a second look at you." Ezra thought to himself before feeling the cold grasp of misery around his poor heart. Zeb closed the airlock before replying in an awkward fashion. "Eh… Yeah… Finally, right?" As much as he didn't like to admit it, he enjoyed the time they'd spent with the kid. As annoying as he was, Ezra was fun to have around.


Ezra simply turned his head around and sighed. "Right." Was the only thing he said. Zeb let a frown form on his face and Sabine looked sad as well. Seeing that depressed look of defeat on the young boy's face, scratched at her armored heart. She could feel his pain. Nobody wanted to be alone and an orphan on Lothal was as lonely as you can get. "Poor kid…" Sabine subconsciously thought to herself.


Kanan sighed and thought about what he was going to do next. This kid, this unknown Lothalite, this troublesome little guy had proved himself to be more than what others thought. He had saved himself from aboard the Star Destroyer's prison, he had put his life on the line for a total stranger… The kid had a lot of good in him… As the Wookiee's ship detached, Kanan stumbled. "Sorry." Ezra said, using that opportunity to snatch Kanan's lightsaber. He didn't know what he was gonna do with it. He just wanted to keep a memorabilia… Or maybe he wanted to give the strangers a reason to visit him. To seek him out and find him.


Not long after, the Ghost landed on Lothal. Sabine was fixing up Chopper and Zeb was checking out some ration crates. As the young Lothalian jumped off the cargo bay's ladder, Chopper waved his arm to say goodbye. Ezra just gave a sad and discrete smile which quickly faded away. Chopper literally wined. Even the metallic heart of the droid felt sad for saying goodbye to the kid.


Sabine didn't say anything. She didn't know what to say. The young Mandalorian girl knew how to get herself out of the tightest situations imaginable but this… This amount of pain in a single person… In a kid that was just like her… It was something that she didn't know how to respond to. "Hope to see you soon, kid… Don't get yourself killed while you're away…" Sabine thought to herself.


The young Lothalite slowly walked towards the Lasat. "So, see you around?" Was Ezra's awkward question. Zeb tried to cheer the kid up. "Not if we see you first." His response was coupled with a fake but heavy punch to the kid's shoulder. "Don't worry, you won't…" Ezra said while rubbing the spot that Zeb punched. The Lasat didn't understand the kid's response. Had he done something wrong? Did he say something bad? As Ezra walked down the ramp, he saw Kanan and Hera waiting for him.


"I think you have something that belongs to me." Kanan informed the kid. Ezra simply pulled out the opened golden cube, gently throwing it back to Kanan. "Good luck saving the Galaxy." Ezra said out loud before thinking to himself. "Without me…" He ran as fast as he could towards his tower. Kanan was surprised to see the cube open. "He opened it. He passed the test." Hera told her beloved. She knew there was something special about that kid and he had just proven it to Kanan and her.


Kanan looked at Hera before diverting his eyes towards Ezra. The Lothalian was running straight towards an abandoned comm tower. It didn't take a Jedi to realize that was his secret hideout. "You were right. I'm going after him." Kanan told Hera before she said. "Plus, he stole your lightsaber again." She chuckled.


When Ezra returned home, it felt lonelier than ever. His steps had an echo he'd never noticed before. Walking towards the elevator, Ezra leaned against its walls as it went up to the highest floor. "Heh… It was fun while it lasted, I guess… Take care, you guys… Try not to get killed, Sabine…" Ezra thought to himself as the image of the crew passed in front of his eyes. As he arrived to the last floor, Bridger walked up some stairs towards the balcony. He opened the door to his storage room. Looking at the lightsaber and then the rest of his "souvenirs". This tower used to be his fort but now, it felt like a prison. A prison of loneliness.


Before he could do anything, he felt the familiar flow that he had felt in the marketplace. "What's the force?" Ezra asked as soon as he noticed Kanan's presence. "The force is everywhere. It surrounds us and penetrates us. It binds the galaxy together. And it's strong with you, Ezra. Otherwise, you'd never have been able to open the holocron." Was Kanan's response which caught Ezra off guard. What did he mean by saying that it was strong with him? "So, what do you want?" Ezra asked with a stern tone.


"To offer you a choice. You can keep the lightsaber you stole, let it become just another dusty souvenir. Or you can give it back and come with us, come with me, and be trained in the ways of the Force. You can learn what it truly means to be a Jedi." Kanan gave his offer and waited for Ezra's response. "I thought the Empire wiped out all the Jedi." Ezra said, still afraid. He didn't know what to do. "Not all of us." Was Kanan's simple answer. Ezra looked at the lightsaber in his hands, not knowing its true value. He thought that Kanan had just left his weapon with the Lothalite. What young Bridger didn't know, was that the Lightsaber is a Jedi's life… Kanan had entrusted him with his life. When Ezra looked up to talk to Kanan, he was nowhere to be found.


As Kanan arrived to the Ghost's ramp, everyone was waiting to welcome back the kid. "Where's the kid?" The entire crew asked simultaneous before the Jedi said. "I gave him a choice… Now it's his decision…" The smile on the crew's faces faded and without another word, the rebel leader left the group to go to his room. After he entered his room, he sat on his bed's lower bunk, opening the holocron once more to hear Master Kenobi's words. As the master Jedi's words echoed around his room, everyone looked a bit gloomy.


Zeb was angrily pushing the crates that they had stolen… Well, the kid had stolen three days ago. Sabine sat on the couch back in the briefing room, all lights out except one which put sort of a focus on her presence there. She sighed, looking at her helmet on the table. "So the beat-up old comm tower was his house, huh… I guess he's gone through a lot… More than I'll ever know… I guess that's one thing we have in common, Ezra… I hope you make the right call." She thought to herself as a frown formed on her face. Hera grabbed the controls, looking at Ezra's comm tower and sighing. But before doing anything else, the sight of a familiar Lothalian waving his hand stopped her.


Zeb took a look at the kid, his anger replaced with a smirk. "Decided to get into more trouble?" Ezra shook his head and smirked. "Trust me, I am trouble." Climbing up the ladder, Ezra saw Sabine who was too occupied with her helmet and thoughts to notice him. "Any news from the kid, big guy?" As Sabine said that, Ezra chuckled and tried to be slick. "Why don't you ask the kid yourself?" His answer caused a gentle smile to form on Sabine's face. She immediately hid it and just gave Ezra a nod. "Welcome back, Ezra." Her words gave Ezra a burst of energy but as he got closer and closer to Kanan's quarters, he slowed down.


Kanan had closed his eyes, focusing on the force when the sound of his room's door opening caused him to open his eyes and look at the young Lothalian standing before him. Ezra had a determined and yet worried look on his face. He slowly extended out his hand, giving Kanan his lightsaber back. Kanan also put his hand on Ezra's shoulder. "You made the right choice, kid."


Back on board the Imperial Star Destroyer, Kallus had contacted a most terrifying individual. "Excuse the intrusion, Inquisitor. But in the course of my duties, I have encountered a rebel cell. The leader of that cell made good use of a lightsaber." Kallus tried his best not to say the word Jedi. As he made his report, the response was a chilling and amused tone coming through the hologram. "Ah, agent Kallus. You did well to call." Shivers were sent up Kallus' back as the Grand Inquisitor opened his eyes and looked at him. "I'll be on my way, momentarily." Were the Inquisitor's last words before ending the holocall.
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SPECTRE-6'S FIRST MISSION


Lothal's night sky was a breath-taking sight to behold. Beautiful dark blue skies filled with stars and well-lit with two magnificent moons. It looked as if a group of gigantic artists painted this unique sight on their canvas. Out in the open air, a sweet breeze was blowing about. Loth-Cats ran through the fields, interacting with some rocks before calling out to each other and disappearing in the distance. Besides the rustling of the reeds and the meows of the Loth-Cats, nothing else could be heard. The quiet could be mistaken for calm… But that was a sensation that no Lothalian had experienced since the arrival of the Empire. The Ghost had been stationed in front of Fort Bridger for a few hours by now. Inside the modified cargo ship, the members were getting ready to sleep.


"So, the kid came back… Heh, guess we're stuck with him." Zeb said before receiving a nudge from Sabine. Hera only smirked at what occurred in front of her eyes. "He's a good kid. I think we all realized how much of a rough life he's had so far. Being an orphan in the streets of Lothal can't be that easy." Hera said in a soft caring tone. "From the looks of it, he's survived the streets pretty well. He's tougher than he looks." Sabine's comment made Kanan forget what he was going to say. The young Mandalorian rarely complimented anyone's skills so hearing her compliment the kid was understandably strange. "Enough talking about the new kid. We should get some rest." Kanan said before everyone nodded. Zeb was the first to leave the circle and go to his room. Hera looked around, not seeing Ezra anywhere in sight. "Where is Ezra?" She asked, looking at the two remaining crew members for an answer. "I don't know. I haven't seen him since he returned my lightsaber."


"He's on top of the Ghost. I saw him before he went outside." Sabine informed the other two. "Well, can you tell him it's time for sleep? He should get some rest too. I bet the last couple of days have been pretty rough for him." Hera asked the young girl with a gentle tone. "You got it." Sabine answered before leaving the room and going down the ladder. "You think he'll get used to this?" Hera asked Kanan. "I'm sure he will." Kanan reassured his beloved. "I hope he can…" The rebel leader thought to himself. The couple walked towards their shared room, hand in hand.


The young Mandalorian walked towards the Ghost's ramp, looking over her shoulder and at the droid sitting in the cargo bay before opening the door herself. As she walked down the ramp, a familiar being greeted her. The white Loth-Cat was standing in front of her, looking her straight in the eyes. She leaned her head to the side, wondering what was the cat doing here. Before she could think about it, the cat looked up towards the Ghost's top side, running off into the fields afterwards. Sabine shrugged it off as a strange coincidence. She started using their ship's sides to quietly climb to the top. When she arrived, the sight in front of her brought a frown to her face. Ezra was laying down with his backpack underneath his head, the young boy was looking up at the sky, the stars shimmering in his eyes.


A cold breeze caused the kid to tremble. Sabine slowly walked up next to him causing him to suddenly get up and try to act as cool as he could. An awkward smile was all he could manage to pull off. "Oh… Hey… Sabine!" He said as he cleared his throat. "What are you doing up here, kid?" Sabine asked with a raised eyebrow. "Ummm… I was just… Looking at the stars." Ezra said. The Mandalorian could see that the kid was hiding something but she didn't want to force him to tell her what's wrong. "I just came up here to tell you that we're all going to sleep and you should get some rest too. It's been a rough couple of days." Sabine said in the softest tone she could talk. As Ezra started to place his backpack underneath his head again, a voice stopped him. "Inside!"


The Lothalite couldn't help but follow the Mandalorian's orders. Sabine watched him as he got up. She jumped off the Ghost before Ezra did the same, following her into the ship. "You're getting soft?" Chopper asked Sabine which caused her to tap her blasters as a threat. Chopper grumbled and groaned while rolling away. She pointed her head towards the ladder and Ezra climbed as fast as he could, entering the upper part of the ship. As Sabine arrived, she said. "You can sleep here until we figure out where you're actually gonna stay." And with that, she started walking towards her room. A frown had formed on Ezra's face. He felt very lonely. His thoughts were about to bury him in insecurity and anxiety when Sabine's voice grabbed his attention. "Good night, Ezra." Her words brought a smile to his face as he placed his head on one of the briefing room's couch pillows.


"Good night, Sabine." He spoke quietly to himself before falling asleep. An hour or two passed before the sound of a door sliding open echoed around the ship. Hera slowly walked out of her shared room. It would seem that Kanan was snoring. On her way towards the refresher, she suddenly noticed Ezra laying on the briefing room's couch. A deep frown formed on her face as she looked at the poor orphan turning in his sleep. She slowly walked towards Zeb's room. As the Twi'lek entered the bedroom, she saw that Zeb was asleep. "Zeb? Zeb… Zeb!" Hera whispered over and over again until the Lasat was awake. Shaking his head and trying to open his eyes, Zeb noticed Hera standing in front of him.


"H-Hera?! What are you… What time is it?" Zeb asked in a very quiet tone. "That's not important. You're gonna share your room with Ezra." As soon as those words left Hera's mouth, Zeb jumped up and hit his head against his top bunk. "What?!" He said in a slightly louder tone. "He's going to sleep here with you. You're sleeping on the bottom bunk; He can take the top one. We can't let him sleep in the briefing room." Hera said with a serious yet caring tone. "Why not?" Zeb asked but before he could go on with his argument, Hera gave him a dead stare which shut the Lasat up very quickly. "Alright, alright… Tell the kid he can come in." Zeb begrudgingly accepted while Hera shook her head. "The kid's asleep, you have to bring him here." Hera's words widened Zeb's eyes. "What?! You want me to… Why…" As Zeb grumbled on, the Twi'lek gave him another death stare causing the Lasat to get up. "Fine… Fine!"


As they walked out, Zeb noticed Ezra curled up into a ball. The only reaction the big Lasat could give was a sad frown. Maybe Hera wasn't completely wrong. While Zeb was occupied by his thoughts, Hera pointed her head towards Ezra. "Pick him up." Zeb slowly and quietly followed Hera's orders, picking up the kid without waking him up. Slowly walking towards his room, Zeb put Ezra down on the top bunk before letting Hera pull a blanket on him. That night, Ezra had one of the best sleeps of his life since his parents disappeared. A sweet smile had unknowingly formed on the young Lothalian boy's face.


"CHOPPER!!! I'M GONNA TURN YOU INTO SCRAPS!" The loudest shout imaginable caused Ezra to jump awake. The sudden raise of environmental volume had the poor kid's heart racing. "Hera, come ON! You can't always take his side! He zapped my hand!" Zeb was yelling so loud that his voice was echoing throughout the ship. Ezra rubbed his eyes, slowly gathering his senses. "Wait… Where am I? This is NOT the briefing room…" Looking around, the Lothalite figured that he was inside a bed room. A few sniffs and he immediately understood where he was. He had somehow ended up inside Zeb's room. "How did I end up here?... Eh, don't matter much…" After moving up and down on the bed he was sitting on, Ezra continued his thoughts. "Actually… This isn't bad at all. It's pretty soft… I missed sleeping on something this soft."


His hands were instinctively caressing the pillow's fabric. His mind was running blank. This was the first time he had woken up without a nightmare assisting him. When he came back to his senses, the droid and the Lasat had gone silent. It was easy to see that Kanan and Hera were absolutely in control of their crew. Confrontations were quickly dealt with and Ezra respected how the couple managed their ship. The Twi'lek was kinder than any other stranger he had met in all these years. She didn't look at him as a pathetic no-good Loth-Rat. Sabine was somewhat of a mystery to him.


She seemed to be kinder to him than anyone else he had met his age. There was Moreena but… Well, she was no longer on that planet… And Dodger had parted ways with the world of the living for a while now. A quiet sigh left his mouth as he climbed down the bed. "Well, time to get some food… Another day of hustling…" As he left the bedroom, Ezra walked towards the ladder that led to the cargo bay. That's when a familiar voice stopped him. "Where are you going, kid?" Sabine asked leaning her head to the side. "Well… I'm gonna go get some food." Ezra's answer confused the Mandalorian. "But we have food onboard." Sabine responded but when she thought about it for a second, she realized what was going on.


"The poor kid's been all alone for too long…" She thought to herself, barely preventing a frown to form on her face. "Actually, you've just woken up in time for breakfast." Sabine informed Ezra in a caring tone. Ezra froze for a second, it seemed like he didn't know how to react. "Just follow me, kid." The Mandalorian said as she walked towards the briefing room. The sweet smell of chocolate chip flatcakes filled the room and almost made Ezra's heart fly. It was his favorite breakfast! Back when he had a family. "Well well well, look who's up and awake! Did you sleep well in MY bed?" Zeb said with a cackle but was quickly cut off by Hera. "The top bunk is HIS bed now." The Twi'lek's respond brought a smirk to Ezra's lips and pulled a growl from Zeb. Sabine couldn't help but smile. Looks like the kid has Hera's support.


"Sit down, kid. That's your plate." Kanan said while pointing towards a plate next to Sabine's. Ezra was speechless. He didn't know how to react. It had been 7 years since he had experienced anything close to a family… Dodger was like an older brother but they were never in a family environment. As he mindlessly sat down next to Sabine, he was too drowned in his own thoughts to recognize any conversation. "Hey, kid, aren't you gonna eat that flatcake?" Zeb's words brought Ezra back and he looked at the flatcake in front of him. "What…? Yeah, yeah." The Lothalian kid responded before taking a bite out of his flatcake stack.


Sabine could see the look on Ezra's face change. She knew how he was feeling. It brought her back to the first time she ate with the crew. It was the most wholesome sensation she had felt since leaving her family and running away. The Mandalorian could sympathize with the pain flowing within Ezra. She pointed to the cup next to Ezra's plate. "If you like caf, that's yours too." Sabine informed the boy before he turned towards the cup. "I've actually never drank caf…" His tone was sad and heavy but he didn't elaborate on his statement. One sip and Ezra knew that he had just found his new favorite drink. A drink he would have every single morning.


"Finish your breakfasts, everyone. The new rations shipment arrives in a few hours and we need to get ready." Hera said with a soft yet commanding tone. Everyone nodded. Ezra gave a nod while drinking his caf. Seeing him enjoy the caf as much as she enjoyed it, made Sabine smile gently before getting up and going to her room. While the others left for their individual rooms and pre-operation preparations, Ezra finished his breakfast. Hera was standing at the doorway when she turned around. "Did you enjoy your breakfast?" She asked with a gentle smile on her face. "Y-Yeah… It was great…" Ezra's tone was heavy but grateful. When Hera turned to leave, something stopped her in her track. "Thanks for last night…" Ezra said in an almost whisper-like fashion. Hera nodded and gave him a smile. "You're a part of the crew now, Ezra."


The most colorful room inside the ship belonged to the Mandalorian of the crew. She had designed and painted amazing art pieces all over her walls. Not all members of the crew appreciated her vision. For example; When Hera had seen what Sabine had done to her room for the first time, she made her promise never to paint the Twi'lek's quarters. Sure, the paintings were amazing but some people didn't like everything to be so… Colorful and vibrant. Hera enjoyed her room's simplistic look and she respected Sabine's art. The two didn't need to meet in the middle. While Sabine was assembling an explosive, there was a knock on her door.


As the door slid open, it revealed Ezra standing at her doorway. He had frozen in place, taking a look at her room and all her paintings. He seemed to be smitten by the beauty. "Wow, this girl's room is as beautiful and colorful as she is. Look at all the cool designs." Ezra thought to himself as Sabine looked on. She leaned her head to the side before saying. "Are you still there, kid?" And with that, Ezra came back to his senses, shaking his head and speaking. "Y-Yeah, I was going to ask… What are we going to do exactly?" Sabine responded by shrugging her shoulders. "Usually, only Kanan and Hera know about the mission details. They keep it secret until we're about to do it." Her words caused Ezra's eyes to go wide. "Wait, what?! So… You don't know what we're going to do?!" The boy asked with as much as shock in his tone as his senses would allow.


"Well, we know the basics. It's a rations run. Probably gonna steal some equipment and supply for the Ghost as well. Aside from that, nothing else is said." Sabine said in a serious manner. "Oh… Okay… I guess I should get… Wait, is that a Loth-Cat?!" Ezra was about to leave but instead the sight of a familiar creature grabbed his attention. "Yeah, that little guy was the first being I met on Lothal." Sabine answered with a soft tone, reminiscing her memories. "Cool! Are you making a thermal detonator???" Ezra asked with excitement waving in his face. "Looks like nothing gets past you, kid." Sabine said with a smirk on her face. A wide smile appeared on Ezra's face and he was about to flirt when Zeb grabbed him by the neck and pulled him away.


"Listen kid, you should get ready. Our ops don't usually go smoothly." Zeb said with a soft cackle. Ezra was about to go when the Lasat patted him on the shoulder. The warrior's gentle pat almost caused the boy to fall to the ground. As he got into the room, he grabbed his backpack and checked if everything's there. "Meeting in the briefing room." Hera announced over the comm. As Ezra arrived he saw everyone doing final preparations. Zeb was cleaning his Bo-Rifle and checking its inner workings, Sabine checked her blaster pistols before taking a closer look at her explosives and Kanan dismantled his lightsaber and hung it at his side before checking his blaster.


Chopper bumped into Ezra. "Could you imagine if you died today? That would be a shame." The droid grumbled before Hera pretended to clear her throat. "Chooop?" Her tone was serious and it caused Chopper to raise his droid arms as a sign of surrender. "Fine, fine. I'm not gonna hurt your new child's feelings." The droid's words caused Kanan's eyes to go wide and take a small peak at his beloved Twi'lek's face. Hera's reaction was just a roll of her eyes. Ezra gave Sabine a look that basically read. "What's going on?" The Mandalorian's response was just a simple shake of the head, basically telling him to "Don't worry about it.".


Kanan turned on the holotable in front of the couch. The data revealed a three dimensional map of an Imperial outpost with a side hangar. Based on the proportions, Ezra could see that it was a smaller base. It wouldn't have that much security and a simple rations shipment wouldn't need a lot of troopers to oversee its arrival either. "Okay, gather around people. Take a closer look at the map. This is our target. Sabine and Ezra are going in through the West wing. They're gonna stay stealthy while Zeb and I create the distraction on the East wing. We should get out of there immediately! There's a platoon of bucketheads on their way. We'll have a few minutes until our nerf gets cooked! So, we're clear?" Everybody nodded and Hera walked towards the cockpit; It was time for another daring mission.


As the Ghost achieved lift off, Kanan walked into the cockpit. "You saw the look on Ezra's face?" Hera asked while Kanan sat next to her. "At the table? Yeah. This all seems to be very new to him." Was the Jedi's response. The Twi'lek asked once more. "How long do you think it's been since he lost his parents?" Hearing his beloved's words, Kanan just shrugged. "I have no idea…" Kanan responded with a soft tone. Back in the briefing room, Zeb was leaning back in his seat. Sabine was reviewing the holomap while taking notes. Ezra on the other hand was just adjusting his slingshot. As they arrived to their destination, Kanan walked out of the cockpit. "Alright Spectres! Now I don't need to repeat myself. We have to finish this quick. Keep your comm devices on." Kanan reminded everyone before he climbed down the ladder. The rest of the crew followed him as the ramp opened. "Sabine, Ezra! This is your stop. Meet us back at this sector's usual rendezvous point." Kanan ordered the Mandalorian and she responded with a nod. "Okay, kid. Time to jump off." Sabine said before jumping off the ramp and landing gently on a roof below.


The Ghost wasn't far away from the roof tops so Ezra was able to make the jump as well. As their ship left, he saw the Mandalorian jumping off the roof and running behind a cover. Ezra quickly and quietly joined Sabine, he started talking. "Okay, what do we do now?" He asked. "We get to our point and wait for their distraction." The Mandalorian answered before running towards the outpost doors. She looked at the entrance and punched a crate next to her. "Why am I not surprised that Kanan's plan failed to mention that our entrance needs a droid arm…" The girl said with a frustrated tone. Suddenly, she heard the control turning. As Sabine turned towards the control, she saw Ezra kneeling in front of it with a dismembered droid arm in his hand. He was turning and twisting it in hopes to unlock the door. "Where did you get a droid arm?" Sabine asked but Ezra quickly brought up his free hand as a sign of needing silence. "I stole it off of an Imperial astromech… Now I need to listen very carefully so I can hear where to turn…"


Sabine was shocked by what she was hearing. "You know how to slice a droid lock?!" Her question was answered with a simple nod. As the door opened, Ezra gave a bow and said. "Ladies first." As Sabine walked through the entrance, she pulled him inside. "Okay, now we need to find the storage area." She informed the kid before slowly sneaking towards the first door in front of them. As she opened the door, a janitor's room was revealed. Closing it, they continued down the corridor. Sabine walked towards another room and was about to unlock it when Ezra suddenly grabbed her wrist. "Not this one! There are bucketheads behind it." The Lothalian boy whispered and before the Mandalorian could protest, the sound of loud stormtrooper laughter was heard from inside. "Was that the force?" Sabine asked in a very serious and curious tone. As Ezra pulled her wrist and walked away from the trooper's break room, he answered. "I always thought it was lucky guesses but turns out… Yeah, it's the force."


A few seconds passed before they were able to find the storage space. They quickly walked into the room. Sabine sat on a crate and waited. "Are we waiting for their distraction?!" Ezra asked and Sabine gave a nod. On the other side of the outpost, Kanan and Zeb were lurking around in the shadows. "What are we thinking?! Random confrontation?" The Lasat continued as he punched his fists together. "Or direct assault?" Zeb definitely preferred the second option. "Direct assault is the only way we can get them to come out." Kanan responded before pointing at the two bucketbrains standing guard in front of the door. "We take out the one on the left and fire a few blasts around the right one. That way, he can call it in."


As soon as Kanan was finished, Zeb started firing. The first few bolts hit the left stormtrooper in the stomach, chest and head. Meanwhile, Kanan started firing at the right trooper. He was missing his shots on purpose. "THIS IS LS-999! INTRUDERS ON THE EAST WING! NEED REINFORCEMENT IMMEDIATELY!!!" The stormtrooper was yelling as loud as he could. Poor guy must've been a new recruit. Zeb and Kanan were ready for the few guards staying at this base. The sound of marching stormtrooper boots echoed around the corridors. In a few seconds, the interior of the outpost was mostly empty. Back in the storage room, the two rebels looked at each other. "That's our queue." Sabine said before tapping on Ezra's shoulder then pointing towards the crates next to her. Ezra quickly nodded before loading the crate onto a pickup platform. After unlocking the platform's gravity locks, Ezra started pushing it outside of the storage room with Sabine following closely behind.


They looked around, making sure that no one else is around and on their path. It would seem that 99% of Imperial ranks were moved towards the Eastern entrance. "Everything's going great!" Ezra said with a smirk on his face before Sabine hit him with a shot of reality. "Seems unlikely… Kanan's plans don't usually go accordingly…" She informed the new member of the rebel cell. As they arrived to the Western entrance, Ezra let go of the platform, quickly opening the door. The sight being revealed in front of them was terrifying. It would seem that Kanan's plan did fail after all… What had greeted them was an entire platoon of stormtroopers leaving their individual trooper transfer ships. "Hey! Who are YOU?!" A stormtrooper yelled at the two rebels. Before a storm of blaster fire began, Ezra quickly closed the door and leaned against the controls. "Okay, THAT's not good! What do we do now?!" He quickly asked and Sabine was quicker in giving him an answer. "Get away from the control panel!" The Mandalorian yelled before Ezra dodged out of the way.


A blaster bolt flied towards the panel and blew it up. "I think I missed the part where THIS was a part of the plan!" Ezra yelled while hearing the blaster bolt storm from behind the door. "Yeah, tell me about it!" Sabine said before activating her wrist comm. "Spectre-1! I hate to ruin your fun but we've ran into a dead end on our side." She reported before receiving a quick answer. "What?!" Kanan asked. "The buckethead platoon arrived too soon!" Ezra said from behind Sabine. On the East side, Kanan and Zeb were trying to shoot down as many Imps as they could. "What's the hold up?!" Zeb yelled before Kanan yelled back. "The platoon is here!" After yelling his response, the Jedi used his comm to order a new plan. "Gather up on our current position!" The rebel leader's new orders shocked Sabine. After standing around for a few seconds, Ezra shook his hand in front of Sabine. "I think we should listen to him! I bet there are less bucketbrains on their side!" What the Lothalian was saying made perfect sense. Their odds of surviving against a squad of troopers would be much higher than against an entire platoon. "Okay, kid. Let's get the crates and ourselves out of here." Sabine said with a nod.


Ezra just gave a small nod before pushing the platform. After gaining some speed, the Mandalorian and the Lothalite jumped on it, allowing the moving platform to take them to the East side. While the younger rebels were speeding towards their new destination, Kanan and Zeb were struggling. "WHERE ARE THE KIDS?!" The Lasat yelled while shooting down two more troopers. One shot in the head while the other received a bolt to the throat. "They're on their way!" Kanan yelled back. "We can't hold on any longer!" Zeb informed while ducking behind cover. "There's too many of them!" Zeb yelled even louder before jumping behind Kanan's crates. The sound of troopers getting closer and closer, their blaster bolts storming the crates that stood between them and the rebels. The deafening sound of blasters firing filled the area. The troopers were mere inches away from the two rebels when a sound from behind them, grabbed their attention.


Smoke was coming out from within the outpost's Eastern entrance. It was from inside the cloud of smoke that bolts started firing. The rear troopers started falling one by one. The ones that were lucky received slingshot shock bolts and fell unconscious. As soon as the trooper squad were distracted, Zeb and Kanan started firing as well. Sabine and Ezra emerged from the smoke, riding the platform that carried the stolen Imperial equipment and rations. "Now THAT is called making an entrance." Ezra said with a smirk on his face. As they got closer and closer to the remaining troopers, the Lothalian lifted the platform's tip. What followed was a stormtrooper's neck breaking due to the platform running into it.


"Right on time, kid!" Zeb yelled with a cackle. "We don't have time! I'll call Spectre-2. You guys unload the crates." Ezra and Sabine nodded. "Spectre-2, we need a quick pick up!" Kanan called in. "What?! What happened to the plan?" Hera asked with shock. "The stormtrooper platoon arrived sooner than expected… Just get…" Before Kanan could finish his request, the sound of the Eastern entrance opening, grabbed his attention. As the rebel leader turned, he was greeted with the aforementioned platoon arriving to the scene. "Kanan?!" Ezra yelled before jumping behind a cover, Sabine felt a bolt graze against her shoulder pad before jumping next to Ezra. Kanan had to cut the communications short, taking cover next to Zeb. "Now we just have to hold out until Spectre-2 gets here!" Kanan yelled out as the storm of blaster bolts began anew.


Ezra quickly peaked out, firing a few shock bolts at the commanding officer in front of the platoon. As he looked down his slingshot, Ezra saw a blaster bolt coming closer and closer towards his face. That was when Sabine grabbed him by his collar and pulled him down. "Kid, now's not the time for being heroic. We need fire power!" Sabine shook Ezra's shoulder before giving him a magnetic thermal detonator. "Use that force of yours and Throw this somewhere it counts." The Mandalorian placed her hand on the young boy's shoulder before letting go so he can make his throw. Ezra tried to focus for a second, seeing a semi-complete picture of the stormtrooper platoon behind them. Closing his eyes, Ezra took a deep breath and threw the detonator. The explosive stuck to a trooper captain's chest and blew up. "That was a nice throw." Sabine said with a smirk on her lips.


It was at that moment that the crew realized they had left the equipment and ration crates behind. "We need to pick up those crates!" Ezra yelled but was quickly silenced by Zeb. "Kid, are YOU willing to go for it?! I don't think we need a piece of Lothalian cheese as a crew member!" The Lasat's reference put a very vivid image in Ezra's mind. "Spectres, get going and leave those crates behind!" Hera's voice came from the comm as the Ghost arrived to the location, firing at the platoon. The modified cargo ship's fire power caused the Imperials to seek cover. The ones that were lucky survived, the rest became filled with as many holes as the aforementioned Lothalian cheese.


As soon as the Ghost lowered itself, the rebels started jumping inside one by one. "Everyone in?!" Kanan asked before checking their numbers and informing Hera. "We're in! Let's go!" As soon as his report was heard in the cockpit, Hera flied away. A stormtrooper ran to the front, kneeling and firing a missile. The Twi'lek pilot was skilled enough to evade it. A very uneasy silence filled the cargo bay. Ezra dropped against an empty rations crate. "So we did all that for nothing?!" He sighed and said with a defeated tone. Kanan sat on the crate next to him and placed a hand on the young boy's shoulder. "That's how ops go, Ezra. Sometimes we get what we came for and sometimes…" Kanan was saying before Zeb continued. "It goes to kriff…" The Lasat explained before climbing up the ladder.


"So… What do we do now?" Ezra asked with genuine curiosity in his voice. "Well… We move to a new position and lay low for a day or two." Kanan was explaining when Sabine elaborated further. "Check with our contacts, see if they have any new ops for us… Any shipment can be useful." The Mandalorian informed their new recruit before climbing the ladder to the briefing room. Kanan slowly got up and patted Ezra on the back. "You did good, Ezra." Were his last words before joining the others in the briefing room. "Aren't you coming, kid?" Chopper asked. Young Bridger didn't understand what the droid said, so he gave the answer he felt was logical. "I'm coming." Ezra slowly got up, climbing up the ladder while the droid ascended with him.


The Lothalite walked up to the briefing room's couch, dropping down on it. "Soooo… We're just gonna lay low and relax…?" Ezra asked again before Zeb sighed. "That's the only good part of a failed op. Just remember, we don't know how long it'll be until we get a new op. Hera and Kanan have a lot of contacts. One of them might have another mission for us." Zeb replied before walking to his bedroom, stretching his arms. "So, Sabine…" Ezra smirked, slowly placing his arm on top of the couch and raising an eyebrow. The Mandalorian rolled her eyes and looked at the boy. "What do you do when we have to lay low?" He asked with an awkward tone. "I usually paint. Making explosives is pretty fun too." Sabine answered with an uninterested tone.


"You've made some modifications to your WESTAR-35s, haven't you?" Ezra asked with genuine curiosity. His words actually shocked Sabine. "Wait, how do you know what model my blasters are?" She asked with a raised eyebrow. "I used to steal Imperial info pads. There are entries for anything you can imagine." Ezra responded with excitement. "That's actually impressive. Not many people are familiar with Mandalorian equipment." Sabine thought to herself. "That phoenix painting in your room is pretty cool!" Ezra exclaimed, trying to continue the conversation. "What do you like about it?" Sabine asked, waiting to hear what was so cool about her painting. Although cool wasn't the word she would use to describe it. "Well… I… I love the colors and the… Uhhh…" Ezra scratched the back of his head before continuing. "The overall… style?" The Lothalian was struggling to find artistic terms for what she had created. Young Bridger was an artist as well, he could draw very accurate and beautiful paintings of people and locations… But you can't expect an orphan who grew up on the streets to know artistic terminology. "Well…" Sabine didn't know how to respond to Ezra's compliments. "Thank you?" She managed to say before jumping up and over the table to go to her room. "Find something to do, kid. This might take a while." The Mandalorian suggested as she entered her room.


The Ghost had landed in a different location, hiding between two mountains. Kanan and Hera were sitting on the ramp. The Ghost crew knew to keep their distance when their leaders were having a private conversation. Lothal's sun was slowly going down, giving the entire environment a beautiful breathtaking pinkish tinge. "So? How did Ezra do on his first official op?" Hera asked with a soft tone, a gentle smile forming on her face. "Pretty good, the two kids saved our butts..." Kanan's response widened the Twi'lek's smile. "That's great." Hera said with the widest smile she could manage. "Well, if I knew risking my life would make you so happy, I'd do it more often." Kanan said with a soft chuckle leaving his mouth. Hera gave him a nudge and slowly laid her head on his shoulder. "You know what I mean." The pilot said with an almost whisper-like tone. Kanan slowly wrapped an arm around her and started caressing her arm.


Back on the ship, Ezra was in the briefing room, his "Rebel's Journal" in hand. He was painting a photo-realistic sketch of the Wookiees they had saved. As soon as he was done with the painting, his thoughts took over. The situation he was experiencing seemed surreal! A few days ago, he was struggling to not starve to death… And now, he was a part of something bigger than himself. This rebel cell had changed everything. Ezra still couldn't believe that he was going to be trained in the ways of the force. Whatever that was. He was to become a Jedi. That was the craziest part of the whole ordeal.


Sabine was in her room, making explosives. She was slowly connecting wires and loading the charges. Ever since Ezra had joined their crew, there seemed to be a more positive vibe flowing around. If they had failed an op before Ezra, there would be a huge argument on whose fault it was. Thinking about the mission, she remembered how cool Ezra's highly accurate force-assisted detonator throw was or when he felt the presence of bucketheads behind a door. She knew that most Mandalorians hated the Jedi but to Sabine, the followers of the ancient religion were interesting. They achieved impressive feats using nothing! While Mandalorians would rely on their fists if their equipment were taken, the Jedi had the force. It seemed sort of magical.


Zeb was in his room, his arm on his face. The Lasat's snores could almost echo through the Ghost's corridors. "Ghost crew, gather up in the briefing room." Hera informed everyone through the comm system. Sabine was the first to get out of her room, noticing Ezra quickly putting something in his backpack. Bridger didn't want anyone to see his journal. It was as it said: "Property of Ezra Bridger"! As Kanan and Hera walked into the briefing room, seeing Ezra and Sabine as the only attendees, they shook their heads. Zeb slowly walked out of his room, seeing the rest of the crew. "Wait a second… We got a new op that quickly?!" The Lasat asked while scratching his neck.


"It's not an op. It's an announcement." Hera said with pride in her voice before inviting Zeb to sit down. As soon as he sat down, Kanan started talking. "Okay, everyone, it's been a busy few days. From struggling with a single annoying Lothalian kid…" The Jedi smirked while looking at Ezra. The young boy was smiling. "To performing an escape op…" Hera narrowed her eyes at Zeb, prompting him to protest. "Oh come on! How long are you going to keep that over my head?!" The Lasat said while throwing his hands in the air. Kanan ignored his comrade's reaction. "To doing some serious good by setting Wookiee slaves free." Kanan was clearly leading towards something else. These speeches weren't a regular occurrence onboard Ghost. "But all these events, had something in common. Ezra. He almost got away with our shipment, escaped a Star Destroyer's prison by himself and helped a Wookiee pup reunite with his father." Kanan turned towards Ezra and continued with a smile. "Kid, it's time to make it official." And with those words, the galaxy's widest smile appeared on young Bridger's lips. Sabine looked at him with a gentle smile, it was nice to see the pain in the boy's eyes disappear. Even if it was for a short moment.


Zeb looked at their new recruit with a smirk on his lips. "Spectre-6, welcome to the Ghost crew." Hera said with a warm and caring expression on her face. The Lasat gave the kid a small punch to the shoulder, cackling and telling him. "Spectre-6! You're now an official pain in our butt." As the words left Zeb's lips, Ezra punched his shoulder and let a warm expression appear on his face. He had finally found a place where he belonged. "I have a good feeling about this!" Ezra thought to himself while looking around at the people that had accepted him as a part of themselves.
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Blaster bolts were flying everywhere. A stormtrooper platoon were running after the wanted rebels through the Lothalian alleys. "Okay, how come the Empire have reinforced all their small outposts?!" Zeb yelled while dodging a bolt that was about to hit his side. The Ghost crew were trying to use the alleys' layout to their advantage. Ezra was at the front, putting his knowledge to good use, navigating the group. "Yeah, I don't remember buckethead bases being THIS protected!" Ezra confirmed while jumping up, a blaster bolt flying between his legs. He did a role as he landed on the ground. "Did our contact fail to mention this part?!" Sabine asked while evading incoming blaster fire by bringing her head down. A random Lothalian woman came out of her house, being pushed aside by Zeb. If the Lasat hadn't pushed her away, she would be dead on the ground with a blaster hole in her head. "They said the reinforcement arrival was due tomorrow!" Kanan yelled while dodging the wall in front of him, letting five blaster bolts hit it instead of him as he turned into the next alley.


"Well, it looks like they were wrong!" Ezra exclaimed as he ran faster. "This is the second op this week where everything goes to kriff." Sabine said while joining Ezra by his side. "I know, I know!" Kanan said while shaking his head. The rebel leader soon joined the rest of the crew, bringing up his wrist comm. "Spectre-2, we're running out of alleys!" Kanan reported before the Twi'lek pilot responded. "I'm almost there!" Hera's words came through the comm. "And we're almost dead!" Ezra said with wide eyes. A blaster bolt had missed his head by a few inches. When they reached a dead end, the rebels started looking at each other.


"What now?!" Zeb said while punching the wall in front of them. Young Bridger knew exactly what to do. He was the one who was assisting them in their op navigation. "Up the walls!" Ezra told everyone before using Zeb's shoulders as a ladder. "Hey!" Zeb tried to protest but Sabine was next. She climbed up his shoulders and pulled herself to the top. "Do I look like a ladder?!" Zeb yelled as Kanan jumped on the roof using the force. "Not really. It would be an improvement if you did." Ezra joked while looking over the wall. Sabine smiled from behind her helmet. Zeb growled and started climbing the wall using his hands. As the Lasat came to the top, he looked at Ezra and Sabine. "Never do that again!" Zeb said through gritted teeth. Sabine shrugged and Ezra brought up his hands as a sign of surrender. Right before Zeb was about to show why you don't make fun of a Lasat, Hera arrived. The Ghost's ramp opened up, picking up its crew before flying away.


A few minutes had passed and the Ghost had arrived to a new secret location. "So? No luck?" Hera asked as she arrived to the briefing room, leaning on the door frame. "Not even a little." Ezra said as he leaned back on the couch. "By the time we got there, it was too late." Sabine said before shaking her head. Zeb just started walking to his room, not wanting to stick around for the briefing of the disaster that had just occurred. Kanan walked next to Hera and they left the briefing room together. "Another failed op. Are you keeping tabs on these?" Ezra asked Sabine. "Kid, if we were keeping count, the entire ship would be covered in marks." The Mandalorian answered before leaving for her room. The Ghost crew were on a losing streak and the Empire was reinforcing their outposts on Lothal. The reasoning behind this sudden change of plan was unknown to the Spectres.


The Lothalian member of the crew grabbed his back pack and left. As Ezra started running towards the ship's exit, he heard music coming from Sabine's room. It was very faint. "She's probably listening with her helmet." Young Bridger thought to himself before continuing his path down the ladder and out of the ship. As the ramp slowly laid down on the ground, a sweet and warm breeze caressed the young Lothalite's face. He took a long deep breath before walking to the West. The sun had only begun to rise and everything felt more alive. Ezra was actually the one who suggested this place for a secret landing sight. No one came around these parts. Not even Imperials. After taking a few steps in his decided path, young Bridger arrived at a special location. It wasn't special to anyone else but ever since he had joined the Spectres, this place was somewhere he could come and relax outside the ship. The aforementioned private place was a gap between two stones. The gap was big enough to hide him between it but small enough that no one else could get there.


As Bridger sat down, he pulled out his journal. Leaning his backpack against one of the stones, Ezra took a long look at the book in his hands. This little book had turned into a sketchbook of sorts for Spectre-6. He opened the little book to pages filled with different designs. From sketches based on the different Ghost crew members to drawings of himself wielding a lightsaber and raising it high in the sky. A smile formed on Ezra's face from seeing his paintings. He allowed his fingers to dance across the designs before flipping the pages to where he wanted to be. A look at the blank page and he knew exactly what would come to life on it. Young Bridger had seen this design many times but he never attempted to recreate it. Placing the tip of his stylus on the flimsiplast, it seemed like the design flew out of his fingers. Lines started forming and a spot-on sketch of Sabine's phoenix emblem was painted on the page.


He started filling the space between lines, creating an almost exact copy of Sabine's orange design. "Not bad, Bridger. Not bad at all." Ezra said after taking a closer look at the piece he had created. "Sabine and I should talk more… I can't talk about Lothal? Not really… We're already on it." Ezra thought to himself while scratching the back of his head. "Helmet collection…? Definitely not… It's too weird." That conversation was not something that he was planning on having. "Slingshot stuff…? That's even worse than the helmet collection!" Bridger face palmed himself while shaking his head and tapping his finger on the journal. His tapping slowly stopped when he realized that his answer was right in front of him. "Wait a second! I can talk about my drawings with her!" Ezra said out loud with a big smile.


Back onboard the Ghost, Sabine was sitting down behind her desk. She had her sketchbook open. The book that laid in front of her had become a very near and dear part of her. Each page was filled to the brim with designs and portraits. If she started on a new page, it meant that the last page had no space left. The Mandalorian let a smile form on her face as she started drawing yet another sketch of Spectre-6. She enjoyed his company. He was funny and knew a lot of things that people his age didn't have a clue about. Although, Sabine still looked at him as a kid. "Hey, Sabine. What are you doin'?" Ezra's voice caused her to quickly close the sketchbook. If he saw that book, she would never hear the end of it. "I was just doing some sketches. Where did you disappear to?" Sabine asked while raising an eyebrow.


"Well… I just went outside to get some air." Ezra said while scratching the back of his head and looking at the doorframe. "You know, Lothal's weather is very nice this time of year." Ezra was trying to flirt again and the sight of it was dreadful. Sabine hoped that it would go away with time. Spectre-6 paid more attention to her than anyone else but it was a bit too much. In fact, that was what she had written in her sketchbook. "Does he pay a little too much attention to me? Sure. But he's like, fourteen? I'm sure he'll grow out of it." The Mandalorian slowly shook her head before saying. "I know you grew up on this world but I'm no stranger either, kid." Sabine's response pulled an awkward chuckle out of the Lothalite. "Y-Yeah, right… Right…" Before Bridger could say anything, he felt as if something was lifting him off the ground. This was not an emotional sensation; He was literally being lift off the ground.


Looking over his shoulder, Zeb's hand was revealed to him. The Lasat was grabbing the back of his jacket. "Hera's looking for you, kid. She's got something to tell you." Orrelios said with a smirk before Ezra slipped out of his hand. "Hey! Don't do that." The kid said while adjusting his jacket and walking away. The big guy shook his head and walked into his room. Hera was checking around the ship's control panel when the cockpit's door slid open. "Hey Hera, you wanted to see me?" Ezra asked in a soft tone. "Yeah, we're running low on credits and rations but we need some equipment for our op tonight." Hera explained with a gentle smile on her face. "Can you buy some parts? Ask around and see what everyone needs." The Twi'lek asked kindly before giving the credits to young Bridger. The pilot was trying her best to make Spectre-6 feel like he's a part of the crew. What she received was a reluctant nod from Ezra. "Fine, I'll do it." The boy said before walking outside and towards the closest room. As the door slid open, Kanan was revealed. The rebel leader was sitting on his bed, eyes closed and focused on the flow of the force. "Yes, Ezra?" Jarrus asked with a raised eyebrow. "I'm asking around to see what everyone needs before going shopping. You need anything?" The Lothalian asked his superior. "No." Kanan said while opening his eyes. "Do YOU need anything?" The Jedi's emphasis on you surprised Ezra. "Well, not really. I got everything I need." With Ezra's words being uttered, Kanan gave a small nod before the kid left.


Young Bridger quickly walked up to Sabine's room. The Mandalorian didn't even bring her head up from the painting she was doing. "So… Sabine… You want anything?" Ezra asked while leaning against the doorframe. "I need some wires and circuits. I also have a list of paints for the bombs tonight. You can get the paint from the Western marketplace in Capital City. There's an old man there named Tinor. He has the best paint in Lothal. As for the wires, you can find somewhere to get those from." Sabine said, giving him the list before finally bringing her head up to look at Ezra. The Lothalian gave a nod and after checking on Zeb to see what he needs, young Bridger had grabbed his backpack and was ready to go. Jumping on his speeder and riding off towards the western marketplace. Warm winds went through his hair and the sun shone down on him. It was a typical warm day on Lothal and he didn't have any complaints about it. The boy grew up on the planet after all. Even though he had heard the rest of the Ghost crew complain about how hot it is from time to time, he was used to the weather.


The marketplace was filled to the brim with beings of different species. Rodian twins were buying some fruits for what seemed to be a restaurant. An Aqualish girl was looking at some nerf stakes hanging inside a portable fridge. However, the most crowded shop was in the Eastern corner. A few months ago, no one would ever give the old place a passing glance, but ever since the owner had started selling the best painting material in all of Lothal, business had picked up. The old man who owned the small shop had been able to increase his sales. Not needing to worry about a lethal illness had a lot to do with his spirits being lifted up. "Well, the purple you're looking for is a bit brighter. I would suggest my newest patch." Tinor said to a customer before bending over and presenting them with an orchid colored cartridge. "This will most definitely give a better overall harmony to your piece. You said you're using Lola Sayu as an inspiration? I suggest using some… Not to be too patriotic but I would suggest using some Lothalian yellow."


Ezra tried to push through the crowd of people who were trying to get their own painting material. "Hey, watch it, kid!" A man protested as Ezra's arm hit him in the sides. After a few seconds of rigorously trying his best to get into the shop, he fell to the ground in front of Tinor. The old man looked at the boy with a gentle smile on his face, shaking his head and helping him up. "Woah, slow down, kid. You'll hurt yourself." Tinor said before taking a look at the kid standing in front of him. "I'm okay. I'm fine." Ezra said as he cleaned up his jacket and adjusted his hair. "I want some specific paint." The Lothalite continued while extending his hand out to present the old man with a list of different paint cartridges. After taking a look at the list, Auten's eyes narrowed and a soft smile appeared on his face. The old man's eyes slowly shifted towards the young kid in front of him. "Okay, kid. Wait right here." The old man said before going to the back, picking up some exclusively preserved cartridges and bringing them out. "There… You… Go…" From his speech pattern, it was obvious that the crate was too heavy. Ezra quickly walked up to the old man and took the crate out of his hands. "So, how much is that?" Young Bridger asked and what he received was a chuckle and a shake of the head from Tinor.


"I know who sent ya, kid. Don't worry about the credits. Put it towards something useful. I'm sure that you have more critical matters to spend your credits on." The old man said with a quiet whisper while patting Ezra on the shoulder with a soft chuckle. "Thank you!" Was Bridger's words before he slid into the crowds once more. "How much does Tinor know?!" He wondered to himself. Walking through the crowds with a crate of paint cartridges was not easy. The Lothalian boy was stronger than he looked. He was able to carry the crate to his speeder and attach it to the rear magnetic lock. He knew just the place for getting black market circuits and wires. With the location in mind, young Bridger jumped on his speeder and went off. Somewhere, twenty kilometers out of the Capital City, deep in the shadows, there was a place that only the most horrible of beings lurked. People thought that Mos Eisely was the only hive of scum and villainy in the outer rim. But they had never heard of Monad outpost. After the Gladiator arena had closed, it had become a horrible place where the most wretched beings traded black market goods.


As the speeder arrived to the ruined arena, Ezra looked around to see the beings that were eying his speeder with narrow eyes. The young Lothalian picked up his paste before coming to a halt next to a literal hole in the wall. Droid arms and legs were hanging from the entrance like a curtain. Ezra slowly pushed them to the side before entering the shop. "Does mine eye deceive me?! Ezra Bridger? Is it really you?!" A tall dark-skinned man walked out of the shadows. His right eye was a piercing bright blue, with the left one having a deep scar on it. The older man narrowed his eye and smiled, revealing rotten teeth. "It's been a long time, my boy! How's ol' Ferpil doin' these days?" The shop owner's words brought back a bitter memory that Ezra was suppressing. "H-He… He's dead. A rogue Imperial officer killed him." Bridger replied with an emotionless tone. "Oh… Well, I'm sorry to hear it, kid…" The voice of the man who stood in front of Ezra was filled with sympathy. The Lothalian kid quickly shook his head before saying. "Forget about it, Lin. I'm here for business and I have credits. If I remember right, you're the only one around here who accepts Imperial credits." Bridger said with a smirk on his face.


"As slick as ever, Bridger. You remember correctly." The dark-skinned muscular human was quick on his feet, swinging around and dropping on his throne-like chair, scratching his full-beard. "And what is it that you want, my young Lothalian friend?" The older man smirked while leaning back against his chair of droid parts. He had a very deep and noticeable accent. Ezra placed the list of circuits and wires on the desk in front of him. The shop was unlike anything anyone ever saw. All sorts of different stolen Imperial equipment were hanging on the walls, from blasters to helmets. "I honestly never understood why you don't buy Imperial helmets from me." Lin said as he grabbed the list off the desk. "Because I like the excitement that comes with taking it from a buckethead. Plus, you don't have the ones I want." Ezra said with a big smirk on his face. "Oh ho ho! These are some VERY specific things you're looking for. What are you looking to blow up, Bridger?" The seller asked while bellowing a cackle.


"You're denying your old friend a no questions asked purchase?" Bridger said with a raised eyebrow. "Of course, of course! Who am I to deny you the pleasure of watching an explosion." Lin said with a wide toothy grin. The old scoundrel slammed a box of equipment on the desk before popping it open. He quickly grabbed the required parts and placed them in front of Ezra before leaning over the desk. The young Lothalite placed his credits on the desk before leaning his head to the side. "Is it enough, old guy?" Bridger said with a smirk. "HAH! This just about covers it. And who are you calling old?!" Lin said as Ezra started running out of the store with a two finger salute. "Thanks for the help. See ya around!" Ezra said as he jumped on his speeder and rode off towards their secret location. Lin came out of his store, looking at the thief trying to get into his shop.


"HEY! COME HERE, YOU PATHETIC LOTH-RAT!" The seller lifted up the thief and hit him with a headbutt. "Next time, you're gonna get a vibroblade across the throat!" And with Lin's words, the thief ran away as fast as he possibly could. Lin shook his head and sighed as he walked back inside his shop. "I don't know what's worse, the kriffin' Empire taking over everything or having to keep an eye out on anyone who might steal everything I have…"


As Ezra arrived to the Ghost's location, he saw Zeb practicing with his Bo-rifle's electro-staff. He was basically crushing boulders and it was at that moment that young Bridger understood how the Lasat broke buckethead armors without effort. As Spectre-6 arrived, he brought his speeder into the Ghost's cargo bay. "Finally! took you long enough." Chopper bipped and bopped and Ezra shrugged, jumping off the bike, picking up all of Sabine's requested stuff. "Kid, get it to her quickly. We should get ready for the op briefing." Zeb said while walking into the cargo bay. Looking at the ladder, Ezra wondered how he was going to carry the big pack of paint cartridges up to Sabine. Before the kid could find a solution, Zeb pushed him up the ladder and grabbed the package, holding it up for Ezra. The Lothalian grabbed one of the handles and pulled it up.


Picking it up and walking to Sabine's room, Ezra gave a nod to Kanan who was walking out of his room. "Ezra, deliver those quickly and get…" Jarrus said but before he could finish, Bridger interrupted him. "Going. I know. The op briefing is about to start." Ezra said while shaking his head. Sabine was sitting in her room, making some adjustments to her wrist display when she heard a knock on her door. "Come in." She said and the door slid open, revealing Ezra standing with a silly smile on his face and a big package of paint cartridges in his hands. "I got the paint, the circuits and wires are in my backpack." As Bridger said the words, Wren jumped up and walked towards him, taking the package and placing it next to her work desk. "So, ummm… Can you make those explosives quickly? I'm… I'm just asking since everybody is telling me to hurry up." Ezra said while looking around Sabine's room. "Well, you came back pretty late but yeah, I can manage." The Mandalorian had put some focus on the Lothalian coming back late.


Young Bridger scratched the back of his head while backstepping out of Wren's quarters. He made his way to his shared quarters as fast as possible. Checking around to see if he needs anything special. The truth was that Ezra stayed prepared at all times. Backpack on his shoulders, slingshot always attached to his forearm. Zeb walked into the bedroom, looking around before opening a drawer and grabbing a couple of Bo-Rifle cartridges. Orrelios looked at the boy and narrowed his eyes. "I won't be your ladder on this op." The Lasat said through greeted teeth, causing the young boy to raise his hands in the air. "Fine, fine! Nobody said you were going to…" Bridger said while slowly backing out of the room. That's when Kanan placed a hand on his shoulder. "Ready for another op, Ezra?" The rebel leader asked with a raised eyebrow. "As ready as I'll ever be." Ezra responded. Kanan simply patted him on the back before walking to the briefing room.


Slowly sitting down on the couch next to Hera, Ezra looked at the active holomap on the table. The very sight of the floating design in front of the young Lothalite, made his heart drop. "They can't be serious…" Ezra thought to himself while hiding his fears behind a confident, care-free look. "This is a very risky op. We're gonna do a heist. The shipment that we want is being carried by an Imperial cargo ship in the Lothal system. We will intercept it and get away with the shipment." Kanan said while pointing to the cargo ship. "But what are those red spots?" Ezra asked while pointing to the red spots on the route. "Well, those are what we're going to avoid. That big one is a Star Destroyer." Jarrus informed the crew. "Great, I was wondering when were we going to jump in the belly of the monster." Ezra said while shrugging. "We're taking the Phantom to keep the element of surprise." Kanan said and everyone nodded in response. "Wait, what? What's a Phantom?" Bridger asked, looking around for an answer. "It's a ship that is attached to the Ghost. We use it when we need to perform a stealth op." Sabine was the one who provided answers.


"Yeah… And I hate it. It's so cramped in there… Barely enough room to breathe." Zeb was protesting which caused Hera to shake her head. "We've been doing stealth ops for two years and you still haven't gotten used to it?" The Twi'lek said while tilting her head to the side. "Have I gotten any smaller?" Zeb responded while throwing his hands in the air. The Lasat's comment caused Sabine to quietly chuckle. "He can be such a child sometimes… Even more than Ezra…" Sabine said to herself while walking to her room. Kanan and Hera walked into the cockpit. "I talked to Vizago yesterday. He has a mission for us… Arms redistribution." Kanan was the one to inform his beloved. Hera just nodded and caressed Kanan's hand before letting it go and sitting behind the pilot seat. The Twi'lek started adjusting everything and checking the Phantom's condition. "It's in perfect condition. You're ready to go." She informed the rebel leader. Jarrus quickly nodded and ran out of the cockpit and towards the Phantom's entrance.


"I'm telling you! We. Are. In. Danger!" The stormtrooper shook his head while talking to his partner next to him. "Are you serious?! We are literally meeting up with a STAR DESTROYER!" The other trooper shook his hands in the air. "Yeah, we WILL… Right now, we're in the middle of NOWHERE! Three TIE fighters are NOT enough!" The Imperial to the right face palmed himself. "Who's going to attack us?! Nobody knows we're here!" The other trooper yelled before slapping the back of his concerned colleague. As if the entire galaxy was planning to prove the confident trooper wrong, the cargo ship rattled. "YOU WERE SAYING?!" The concerned Imperial yelled while pushing his friend up against a wall. "Let go of me, you droid! We have to defend the ship!" The superior trooper said while punching the other trooper in the head and running away. A loud clanking sound caused the terrified trooper to look around while lying on the floor. "That pathetic nerf herder… He left me…" The sound of tunnels connecting to airlocks while their TIE escorts turned into dust caused shivers up the poor Imperial's spine.


"That was some stealth, Kanan!" Zeb yelled while shaking his head. "We're still not detected by any major threats." Kanan yelled back. "Well, they can still communicate with their Star Destroyer!" Sabine said, breaking her silence. "She's got a point, Kanan. We're in big trouble now!" Ezra agreed with Sabine while waiting for their ship to connect with the Imperial cargo ship. "We won't BE in trouble if you guys are fast enough. They're not close enough to make contact with their Star Destroyer! I suggest you get out there and intercept what we came for!" With Kanan's orders being yelled out, the crew nodded and ran out of the ship. The Phantom's airlock slid open to reveal a tunnel attached to the Imperial cargo ship. "Sooo, the riskiest op since I joined?" Ezra asked while leaning against the airlock tunnel and looking at the Mandalorian and Lasat standing in front of him. "Yeah, that sounds about right." Sabine said as she started slicing the Imperial cargo ship's airlock.


On the other side of the airlock stood a small squad of troopers, all aiming their blasters towards the point of threat. The airlock's frame stopped sizzling and for a second, there was silence. Smoke started coming through the slits and obscuring the Imperials' vision. "Keep your focus on the airlock, troopers!" One of the commanders yelled. The Airlock door dropped to the ground and through the smoke, Sabine jumped out, shooting the commanders in the head. As their bodies dropped, Zeb popped out from behind her and started shooting the troopers. Blaster bolts were flying everywhere. Wren was taking as many shots to her armor as she could. Ezra suddenly jumped over Sabine's head and started hitting the hand of two officers with his slingshots. The Imps dropped their blasters, leaving them open for an attack from Zeb. He brought his fists crashing down on the officers' heads. If the floor was not made of sturdy material, their heads would go into the ground.


After dealing with the remaining troopers, the Spectres grouped up. Sabine was scanning around to see if anyone is still alive. "Let's get going." The Mandalorian said as she led the way. The rest of the crew followed, advancing forward in a tight corridor. "Things are quiet…" Sabine said with an unsure tone and Ezra walked up next to her. "A little too quiet…" The Lothalite said while looking around and using his force sense to try and see if any threat is hiding around the corner. Using his abilities caused Bridger to sigh. "It's been a whole week and nothing… Not even a single moment of training…" He thought to himself. "Spectre-5, slice the cockpit door's controls." Zeb said. And with that, Sabine gave a nod and ran to the controls panel as quick as she could, beginning to hack it. As the Mandalorian was focusing on her efforts, young Bridger sensed an immense threat awaiting them on the other side. "Ummm, Spectre-5… I have a bad feeling about this… I'm sensing something very bad on the other side of that door…" As Ezra said those words, Sabine stopped hacking the controls, looking at Zeb and back at the kid. Wren raised an eyebrow and looked at Spectre-6. "Are you sure?" The Mandalorian asked.


A sudden familiar voice broke the silence. Kanan's voice was coming through the comm. "Get out of there! The Star Destroyer is here!" Kanan yelled out. Sabine jumped up from where she was sitting and started running with her comrades. "They reached the point where a transmission could be made!" The Rebel girl said while shaking her head. "Wonderful! Yet another fine mess we got ourselves into!" Zeb yelled. Ezra ran besides Sabine who was throwing detonators everywhere. "Back up plan?" Bridger asked. "Back up plan…" Sabine responded with a sigh. One way or another, all their recent ops seemed to fail. The Empire was giving them a real rough time. "Spectres! Where are you?! We have company." Kanan's voice came through the comm device once again. His question seemed perfectly timed with their arrival. Wren ran into the cockpit and sat behind Kanan. "We're here!" She informed him. "Is everyone here?!" Kanan asked to make sure. "YES!" Everybody responded simultaneously. Through the front viewport, everyone could see the Imperial Star Destroyer. Its' shadow slowly started to engulf the Phantom. "Ummm, Spectre-2… We've got a problem here…" Kanan reported to Hera. The Twi'lek responded quickly. "What kind of a…" Hera was just about to ask her question when she became aware of the Star Destroyer's presence. "Get back here as fast as you can!" The Twi'lek yelled through the comm. The Phantom quickly detached itself from the Imperial cargo ship. Seven TIE fighters had been dispatched to deal with the rebels who dared attack an Imperial ship.


"Do you have a clear shot on the target?" An Imperial TIE pilot leader called out to his troops. "That's a negative, sir." One of the other pilots responded. "I have a clear shot, sir but I must say that their shields seem to be operational." An Imperial reported while locking onto the Phantom. "Fire your shot, pilot! We'll take these rebel scum down!" The commanding officer said and with that, the dogfight began. A few bolts hit the top of Phantom's hull. It had little to no effect on the durable Starfighter. "Sir, it did NOTHING!" One of the pilots exclaimed causing his commander to protest. "That's impossible! It's just a shuttle." The superior pilot exclaimed. "It's more than a shuttle, sir… It's a modified Starfighter…" The third trooper informed his commanding officer. "I don't care what it is, DESTROY…" Before the officer could complete his order, both him and his fighter turned into dust. The TIEs quickly formed up and started resuming their efforts to destroy their enemy's fighter. "Okay. Spectre-5, take over. I'll take care of the TIEs." Kanan told Sabine while running out of the cockpit and towards the top turret. All the other members were stuck to their seats. Sabine jumped behind the controls and quickly started performing a spinning maneuver which caused the Lasat of the group to dig his hands into his seat. "I hate it when that happens…" Zeb said through greeted teeth. "Would you prefer to die?" Was Sabine's sarcastic response. A response that brought a chuckle out of Ezra. Despite the fact that Zeb was the oldest member of the group, he could really act like a child. Sabine knew that perfectly.


"Where are you, Spectre-1?!" Hera's yelling question was heard through the Phantom's comm system. "Spectre-1 isn't here right now. He's shooting down TIEs but we're closing in on your coordinates quickly." The Mandalorian informed the Twi'lek as two fighters joined the space dust collection. The Ghost was staying stationary for the Phantom's arrival. Sabine slowly pulled into the Phantom's space on the Ghost. Soon after they were attached, the Spectres climbed down the Phantom's ladder and into their main ship. Kanan quickly jumped off the Phantom's turret and ran into the Ghost. Making his way to the Ghost's superior top turrets, the Jedi sat down in front of the fire controls. "Wait a second, what is THAT?! Did that ship just place itself inside the other ship?!" One of the Imperial pilots asked the others. "Why does it matter?! We just have to keep our focus on the reb…" the Imperial pilot was silenced by a bolt that went straight through its' front viewport turning it from a grade A Imperial fighter into a ball of fire and metal scraps. "Pull yourself together, pilots! We have them on the run!" One of the pilots yelled through his comm. "Are you sure? Because I remember there were 8 of us but now we're down to 4!" His comrade had a fiery and aggressive response.


The Imperial fighters were focusing all their fire power on the Ghost's hull, making it shake. Ezra had sat down on Kanan's seat next to Hera and with each tremble, his grasp on the seat tightened more and more. His knuckles had turned white and he was looking at the Twi'lek next to him. "Hera? What are we gonna do?!" As Ezra uttered those words, the Ghost's detection system warned them of the Star Destroyer's arrival. The gigantic Imperial capital ship was approaching them from behind. Hera looked at Chopper and gave him a nod. "We're gonna get out of here!" The pilot gave Spectre-6 her response.


Chapter End Notes


That took MUCH longer than I anticipated. To be honest, life is full of unexpected events. My job came crashing down on my shoulders like a mountain. That did NOT help my anxiety but hey, this story always gives me a ray of sunshine. I know that when it's dark, I have the glowing moon that is this story I'm writing. (That's no moon, it's a space station! And its powers are fully operational!) I hope everyone likes this chapter. Sorry it took so long… I wanted to get it out as fast as possible but I also didn't want to give you a half-baked chapter! Lots and lots and LOTS of love from me to every single one of you. I may or may not release a guide book of all my personal characters later. I have a very clear vision of how they look. We've already seen Tinor but this chapter introduced us to 3 more side characters!


MAY THE FORCE BE WITH US ALL


FINAL UPDATE!!!
Chapter Summary


The final update and explanation that I have to give to all of you wonderful magnificent people!


Ooooookay, new update... YIKES... It's been a whiiiile... A thousand apologies... A few things to talk about. These are VERY important! I've been doing non-stop research over STAR WARS and discovering new and exciting details on a daily basis... Sadly, it was through these discoveries that I found out an insanely aweful truth... The ONLY part of my story that is canon-compatible is Ezra's chapters... That is NOT what I wanted for this series... SO, I have decided to do a couple of things!!! First off, I am NOT continuing THIS story as you've read it so far. This story is deeply flawed and would fail to even place itself within the lore of Rebels... I shall rewrite the entirety of my story from the beginning. Now what does this mean?


1) We'll see an insane improvement in the writing technique and the overall story.


2) There'll be characters that I'll contribute from myself. These characters will be integrated in a way that will feel seemless. Just like how Rebels perfectly fits the narrative of STAR WARS.


3) There will be cover art made and attached to the new project by yours truly.


4) There won't be a single instance of straying from canon as much as I did with the first iteration of this story.


5 and final) The chapters will be longer and more detailed as if written for an actual piece of literature made in the STAR WARS Universe.


Thanks to every single one of you people! I'd like to mention what we achieved together in an insanely short time. In the time that we met, I wrote near 80 thousand words in a span of 3 months which is LONGER and faster than the first Harry Potter book. Thank you for the motivation and support. Thanks to you, we reached 2669 hits!!! You don't even know how much this means to me... Thank you a trillion times! Thank you for ALL your support! Thank you for commenting, thank you for the Kudos, thank you for the bookmarks and thank you for subscribing! Love you all! Remember, this is NOT a goodbye just a see ya later! I promise!


May the Force Be With You Always!


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!